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MT lorb; 

THE Poem, for which I hane 
Tentured to solicit tour Grace's attention, 
was composed in a situation so near to Belvoir 
Castle, that the Author had all the advantage 
to be derived firom prospects extensive and 
beautiful, and from works of grandeur and s\ib« 
limity : and though nothing of the iniluelice 
arising from such situation should be discern!* 
ble ifn these verses, either from want of ade* 
quate powers in the writer, or because hn 
subjects do not assimilate with such view9> 
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yet would it be natural for him to indulge a 
wish^ that he might inscribe his labours to the 
Lord of a scene which perpetually excited 
his admiration, and he would plead the pro- 
priety of placing the titles of the House of 
Rutland at the entrance of a volume written 
in the Vale of Belvoir. 

But^ MY Lord, a motive much more power- 
M than a sense of propriety, a grateful remem- 
brance of benefits conferred by the noble 
family in which you preside, has been the great 
inducement for me to wish that I might be 
permitted to inscribe this work to your Grace : 
the honours of that time were to me unex- 
pected, they were unmerited, and they were 
transitory: but since I am thus allowed to 
make public my gratitude, I am in some 
degree restored to the honour of that period; 
i have again the happiness to find myself 
favoured, and my exertions stimulated, by 
ihe condescension of the Duke of Rutland. 

It was my fortune, in a Poem which yet 
circulates, to write of the virtues, talents, and 
heroic death of Lord Robert Manners^ and 
jto bear witness to the affection of a Brother 
whose grief was poignant, and to be soothed 
^only by remembrance of his worth whom he 



to deeply deplored. In a Patron thus hrom^ 
aMy predisposed^ my Lord, I might ]ock for 
mucb lenity, and could not fear the severity 
of critical examination: from tour 6aA0B» 
who, happily, have no such impediment to jus-> 
Hce, I must not look for the same kind of in* 
dulg^enee. I am assured, by those whose situa« 
tioB gave them opportunity for knowledge^ 
and whose abilities and attention guarded 
them from error, that I must not expect my 
failings will escape detection from want of 
discernment, neither am I to fear that any 
merit will be undistinguished through^ defi- 
ciency^ of taste. It is from this information, 
MT Lord, and a consciousness of much which 
needs forgiveness, that I entreat tour Grace 
to read my verses, with a wish, I had almost 
added, with a purpose to be pleased, and to 
make every possible allowance for subjects not 
always pleasing, for manners sometimes gross, 
and for language too frequently incorrect. 

With th^ fullest confidence in your Grace's 
ability and favour, in the accuracy of your 
judgment, and the lenity of your decision; 
with grateful remembrance of benefits received, 
and due consciousness of the little I could 
merit; with prayers that your Grace may 

a3 
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long enjoy the dignities of the House of Hut* 
lanb> and continue to dictate improyement 
for the surrounding country ; — I terminate an 
^dresSy in which a fear of ofiending your 
Grace has made me so cautious in my ex- 
pressions^ that I may justly fear to ofifend many 
of my readers^ who will think that something 
more of animation should have heen excited 
by the objects I view, the benevolence I 
honour, and the gratitude I profess. . 

I hive the honour to be, 
My Lord, 

Your Grace's 
I Most obliged 

and obedient humble servant, 

GEORGE CRABBE. 



PREFACE. 



▼f HETHER, if I had not been encouraged by tome 
proofi of public favour, I stiould have written tiie 
Poem now before the reader, ii a question which I 
cannot positively determine; but I will venture to 
assert, that I should not, in that case, have conunitted 
the work to the press ; I should not have allowed my 
own opinion of it to have led me into further disi^^ 
pointment, against the voice of judges impartial and 
indifferent, from whose sentence it had been frutdess 
to appeal: the success of a late publication, therefore, 
may be £urly assigned as the principal cause for the 
appearance of this. 

When the ensuing Letters were so far written, that 
I could form an opinion of them, and when I began 
to conceive that they might not be unacceptable to 
the Public, I felt myself promoted by duty, as well 
as interest, to put them to the press; I considered 
myself bound by gratitude for the favourable treat* 
ment I had already received, to show that I was not 
uomindful of it; and, however this might be mixed 
with other motives, it operated with considerable 
force upon my mind, actmg as a stimulus to exertions 
naturally tardy, and to expectations easily checked. 

It nnist nevertheless be acknowledged, that although 
such favourable opinion had been formed, I was not 
able, with the requisite impartiality, to determine the 
comparative value of an unpublished BUUDLuacri^^t^and 
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a work tent into the world. Books, like childreiiy 
when established, have doubtless our parental affection 
and good wishes; we rejoice to hear that they are . 
doing welly and are received and respected in good 
company : but it is to manuscripts in the study, as to 
children in the nursery, that our care, our anxiety, 
and our tenderness are principally directed : they are 
fondled as our endearing companions; their faults 
are corrected with the lenity of partial love, and 
their good pacts are exaggerated by the strength of 
parental imagination; nor is it easy even for the 
more cool and reasonable among parents, thus cir- 
cumstanced, to decide upon the comparative merits 
of their offspring, whether they be children of the 
bed or issue of the brain. 

But, however favourable my own opinion may have 
been, or may still be, I could not venture to commit 
io long a Poem to the press without some endeavour 
to obtain the more valuable opinion of leis partial 
judges: at the same time, I am willing to confess 
that I have lost some portion of the timidity once so 
painftil, and that I am encouraged to take upon 
myself ttt decision of various points, which heretofore 
I entreated my friftids to decide. Those friends 
were then my council, whose opinion I was implicitly 
to fbllow ; they w^ now advisers, whose ideas I am 
at liberty to reject. This will not, I hope, seem like 
arrogance : it would be more safe, it would be more 
pleasant, still to have that reliance on the judgment 
of others ; but it catahot always be obtained ; nor are 
tbey, however fHendly disposed^, ever ready to lend a 
hf^lpAtg hmd to litm whom tiiey edtosidbr as One who 
^MfgHt f>y tills time to haVe cast away the Iffinidity of 
lii^jq^rience,'andto have acquired the courage that 
•wookl enable him to decide for himself. 
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When it is confessed that I have less assistanoe 
fiom my friends, and that the appearance of tills 
woilc is, in a great measure, occasioned by the snceeis 
of a former; some readers wiU, I fear, entertain the 
opinion that the book before them was written in 
liaste, and published without due examination and 
revisal: should tliis opinion l>e formed, there wffl 
donlitless occur many faults which may appear as 
originating in neglect: Now, readers are, I beliere^ 
disposed to treat with more than common severity 
tliOBe writers who have been led into presumption by 
the approbation bestowed on their diffidence^ and 
into idleness and unconcern, by the praises given to 
llieir attention. I am therefore even anxious it slionld 
be generally known that sufficient time and appttca- 
lion were bestowed upon this work, and by this I 
mean that no material alteration would be effected by 
4elay : it is true that this confession removes one plea 
fat the errors of the book, want of time ; but, in my 
opinion, there is not much consolation to be drawn l^ 
reasonable minds from this resource : if a work fails, 
it appears to be poor satisfaction when it is observed, 
that if the author had taken more care, the event had 
ibeen less disgracefuL 

i When the reader enters mto the Poem, he vrill find 
.Die author retired from view, and an imaginary per- 
sonage brought forward to describe his Borough for 
ium: to him it seemed convenient to speak in the 
first person: but the inhabitant of a village, in the 
•centre of the kingdom, could not appear in the cha- 
racter of a residing burgess in a large sea-port ; and 
when, .with this point, was considered what relatUms 
wese to be given, what manners delineated, and what 
situations described, no method appeared to be so 
j6ABT«Miettta8 that of: borrowing tlii& aasiatiineA ^^ «k 
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ideal friend : hf tbaa meani the reader is in some 
degree kept from view of any particular place, nor 
will he perhaps be so likely to determine where those 
persons reside, and what their connections, who are so 
intimately known to this man of straw. 

From the title of this Poem, some persons wiU, I 
ftar^ expect a political satire, — an attack upon corrupt 
prindples in a general view, or upon the customs and 
manners of some particular place; €fi these they will 
^d nothing satirized, nothing related. It may be 
that graver readers would have preferred a more 
historical account of so considerable a Borong^— ^its 
charter, privileges, trade, public structures, and snb- 
Jects of this kind; but I have an apology for the 
omitoion of these things, in the difficulty of describing 
iheni^ and in the utter repugnancy which subsist! 
between the studies and objects of topography and 
poetry. What I thought I could best describe, 
that I attempted : — ^the sea, add the country^ in the 
immediate vicinity ; the dwellings, and the inha* 
bitants; some incidents and characters, with an exhi- 
l^tion of morals and manners, offensive perhaps to 
those of extremely delicate feelings, but sometimes, I 
hope, neither unamiable nor unaffecting: an Election 
indeed forms a part of one Letter,- but the evil there 
described is one not greatly nor generally deplored, 
and there are probably many places of this kind where 
it is not feh. 

From the variety of relations, characters, and de- 
scriptions which a Borough affords, several were 
n^cted which a reader nught reasonably expect to 
htLwe met with : in this case he is entreated to bdieire 
tiatthese, if tiiey occurred ti^ the author, were con- 
alderod by him as beyond his ability, as subjects which 
he conld not treat in a mnnnef sati^u^ry tohfanself. 



PBITACB. Xl 

PosmUy tfae admMon of Mme will be tbovg^ to 
require nore apology tlian the rejectioii of others: hi 
such varietyy it is to be q>preheiided, that ahuoft 
every reader will find soiiiethiiif not according ivitii 
his ideas of propriety, or sometiiing repnlsiye to the 
tone of his fedings; nor conld this be avoided but 
by the sacrifice of every event, opinion, and even 
expression, which coold be thought liable to pn»diice 
such effect; and this casting away so largely of our 
cargo, through fears of danger, thongh it might liel|» 
US to clear it, would render onr vessel of litde worth 
when she came into port. I may likewise entertain a 
liope, that this very variety, which gives scope to 
ofcyection and censure, will also afford a better dnnce 
fyr q>proval and satisfiiction. 

Of these objectionaUe parts many must be to me 
oaknown; of others some ofnnion may be formed, 
and for thdr admission some plea may be stated. 

In the first Letter is nothLng which particularly 
caHs lor remark, except possibly the last line— giving 
a promise to the reader that he should both smile and 
sigh in the perusal of the followtng Letters. This 
voMj appear vain, and more than an autiior ought to 
promise; but let it be considered that tiie character 
assmned is that of a fiiend, who gives an account of 
ol^ects, persons, and events to his correspondent, and 
who was therefore at liberty, witiiout any imputation 
of tills kind, to suppose in what manner he would be 
affiscted by such descriptions. 

Notlung, I trust, in the second Letter, which relates 
to the mutation of what are called weather-staitts mi 
boHdingB, will seem to any invidious or offensive. I 
wtidied to make a oompaiison between those minute 
andtniiona bodies winch cover the sur£ue of some 
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boles and ochres, and laid on witii a bnub^ Now, at: 
tbie work of time cannot be anticipated in sneh cases,' 
it may be very judidons to have recourse to sncb 
expedients as will give to a recent structure the 
▼enerable appearance of antiquity; and in this case^ 
though I might still observe the vast difference between 
the living varieties of nature, and the distant imita% 
tion of the artist, yet I would not forbear to make use 
of his dexterity, because he could not cbthe my fre»-. 
stone with mucoTy Uchen, and btfssus. 

The wants and mortifications of a poor Clergyman- 
are the subjects of one portion of the third Letter ; 
and he being represented as a stranger in the Borough, 
it may be necessary to make some apology for his 
appearance in the Poem. Previous to a late meeting 
of a literary society, whose benevolent purpose is well 
known to the public, I was induced by a friend to. 
compose a few verses, in which, with the general com* 
mendation of the design, should be introduced a lant 
that the bounty might be farther extended; these 
verses, a gentleman did me the honour to recite at . 
the meeting, and they were printed as. an extract 
fVom the Poem, to which in fact they may be called 
an appendage. 

I am now arrived at that part of my work, which I 
may expect will bring upon me some animadversion. 
Religion is a subject deeply interesting to the minds. '^ 
of many, and when these minds are weak, they are • 
often led by a warmth of feeling into the violence jof; 
causeless resentment : I am therefore anxious tiiat my 
purpose should be understood; and I wish to point j 
out what things they are which an author, may hold . 
up to ridicule and be blameless. In referring to the. 
two principal divisions of enthusiastical teachers, I . 
have denominated tiiem, as I conceive they are gene- 
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ndly called, CaMmUic and ilrmtmoii Methodifts. 
The Arminkou, though divided and perhaps sub- 
.divided, are still, when particular accuracy is not 
intended, considered as one body, having had, for 
niany years, one head, vrho is yet held in high respect 
by the varying members of the present day : but the 
Calvinistic societies are to be looked upon rather as 
separate and independent congregations; and it is to 
one of these (unconnected, as is supposed, vrith any 
other) I more particularly allude. But while I am 
making use of this division, I must entreat that I may 
not be considered as one who takes upon him to cen- 
sure the religious opinions of any society or individual : 
the reader will find that the spirit of the enthusiast, 
and not his opinions, his manners, and not his creed, 
have engaged my attention. I have nothing to observe 
of tiie Calvinist and Arminian, considered as such ; 
but my remarks are pointed at the enthusiast and the 
bigot, at their folly and their craft. 
. To those readers who have seen the journals of the 
first Methodists, or the extracts quoted from them by 
their opposers* in the early times of this spiritual 
influenza, are sufilciently known all their leading 
notions and peculiarities; so that I have no need to 
enter into such unpleasant inquiries in this place : I 
have only to observe that their tenets remain the 
same, and have still the former effect on the minds 
of the converted : There is yet that imagined conten- 
tk>n with the powers of darkness, that is at once so 
lamentable and so ludicrous : there is the same offen- 
sive fkmiliarity with the Deity, with a full trust and 
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confidence both in the immediate efficacy of their 
miserably delivered sapplicattons, and in the reaMty 
of numberless small miracles wrought at their request 
and for their convenience: there still exists that 
delusion, by which some of the most common diseases 
of the body are regarded as proofs of the malignity 
of Satan contending for dominion over the soul : md 
there stUl remains the same wretched jargon, com* 
posed of scriptural language, debased by vnlgw 
expressions, which has a kind of mystic influence en 
the minds of the ignorant. It ivill be recoflected 
tiiat it is the abuse of those scriptural terms which I 
Conceive to be improper: they are doubtless most 
significant and ^cacious when used with propriety 3 
but it is painful to the mind of a soberly 4evout 
person, when he hears every rise and fall of the animal 
spirits, every whim and notion of enthusiastic igno- 
rance^ expressed in the venerable language of thu 
Apostles and Evangelists. 

The success of these people is great, but not sur- 
prising: as the powers they claim are given, and 
come not of education, many may, and therefore do, 
fancy they are endowed with them ; so that they who do 
not ventiHe to become preachers, yet exert the min<Nr 
gifts, and gain reputation for the faculty of prayer, at 
soon as they can address the Creator in daring flights 
of unpremeditated absurdity. The less indigent gahk 
the praise of hospitality, and the more harm(mioui 
become distinguished in their choirs: curiosity it 
kept alive by succession of ministers, and self-love it' 
flattered by the consideration that they are the persons 
at whom the world wonders; add to this, that, in 
maiiy of them, pride is gratified by their consequence 
as new members of a sect whom their conver^oa 
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ptttieS) and by the liberty, which as seceden they 
Uke, of speaking contemptnonsly of the Chnrch and 
mmisterSy whom they have relinquish^. 

Of those denominated CahmuHc Meihodists, I had 
principally one sect in view, or, to adopt the term of 
iti founder, a elmreh. This chwrdi consists of several 
coDgfegations in town and country, unknown perhaps 
in many parta of the kingdom, but, where known, the 
cause of mnch curiosity and some amusement To 
snch of my readers as may judge an enthusiastic 
teacher and his peculiarities to be unworthy any 
serious attention, I would observe that there is some- 
thing unusually daring in the boast of this man, who 
tinims the authority of a messenger sent from God, 
aad declares witibont hesitation that his call was 
immediate ; tiiat he is assisted by the sensible influence 
of the Spirit, and that miracles are perpetually wrought 
hi his favour and for his convenience. 

As it was and continues to be my desire to give 
pkeof that I had advanced nothing respecting this 
eilraordinary person, his operations- or assertions^ 
which might not be relcUly justified by quotations 
from his own writings, I had collected several of these 
and disposed them under certain heads ; but I found 
that by this means a very disproportioned share of 
attention must be giv^i to the subject, and after 
some coonderation, I have determined to relinquish 
tie design ; and shoidd any h»re curiosity to search 
whether my representation of the temper and disposi* 
tkm, the spirit and manners, the knowledge and capa- 
city, of a very popular teacher be correct, he is 
referred to about fourscore pamphlets, whose titles 
will be found on the covers of the late editions of the 
Bmk <^ Fmik, itself a wonderful performance, which 
(according to the turn of n^d Va 1&i<& x^AAKi^'f^ 
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either highly excite, or totally extingnish, corioiify:. 
In these works will be abundantly seen, kbnse and 
contempt of the Church of England and its ministers ; 
▼engeance and virulent denunciation against all 
offenders; scorn for morality and heathen yirtue, 
with that kind of learning which the author possessef^ 
and his peculiar style of composition. A few of the 
titles placed below will give some information to the 
reader respecting the merit and design of those per- 
formances*. 

As many of the preacher's subjects are contro- 
verted and nice questions in divinity, he has some- 
times allowed himself relaxation from the severity of 
study, and ikvoured his admirers with the effects of 
an humbler kind of inspiration, viz. that of the Muse. 
It must be confessed that these flights of fancy ate 
very humble, and have nothing of that daring and 
mysterious nature which the prose of the author leads 
us to expect. The Dimensions qf eternal Love b a 
title of one of his more learned productions, with wfaidi 
might have been expected (as a fit companion,) The 
Bomnis qf if^nUe Grace ; b^t no such work appears, 
and possibly the author considered one attempt of 
this kind was sufficient to prove the extent and 
direction of his abilities. 

Of the whole of this mass of inquiry and decision, 
of denunciation and instruction, (could we suppose it 
read by intelligent persons,) different opinions would 
probably be formed ; the more indignant and severe 
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iroifld ooadeiitt the whole a* the produce of craft and 
hypbcrby, while the more lenient wonld aOow ttmt 
inch things niis^t origuurte in tbe wandering fanagi- 
nation of a dreaming enthusiast. 
. IMte «f my readers will, I trust, do me so mndi 
kijasliGe as to suppose I haye here any other motire 
Ikftn n Tindication of what I have advanced in the 
vataies which descril>e this kind of character, or ttmt 
I had titere any otlier purpose tlum to express (what 
I eonoehre to he) justifiable indignation against tfie 
tenranea, the malignity, and (what is of more impor- 
iHiee)- the pernicious influence of such sentiments on 
the nrinds of the simple and ignorant, who, if they 
ghre toedit to his relations, must be no more tlian 
tools and ikistrumentB under the oontroul and manage* 
meat of one coOid to be their Apoetle, 

Nothing would be more easy for me, as I have 
^tbmxrtdy than to bring forward quotations such as 
woiid justify all I have advanced ; but even had I 
. room,- 1 cannot tell whether there be not something 
degrading in such kind of attack : the readier might 
mtSkt at those miraculous accounts, but he would 
CdMMer them and the language of the author as 
beneath his fuifther attention: I tiierefore once more 
lefer him to those pamphlets, which will afford matter 
ibr pity and for contempt, by wliich some would foe 
aiHued and others astonished — not witliout sorrow, 
whe& tfiey reflect timt thousands look up to the writer 
as a.man literally ins|»red, to whose wants they admi- 
nister with their substance, and to whose guidance 
ftey prostrate their spirit and understandhig. 

Having been so long detained by this Letter, I 
must not permit my desire of elucidating what may 
seem obscure, or of defending what is liable to mis- 
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conitnictioii, any further to prevail over a wish for 
brevity, and the fear of giving an air of importance to 
subjects which have perhaps little in themselves. 

The circumstance recorded in the fifth Letter is a 
fact ', although it may appear to many almost hwre- 
dible, that, in this country, and but few years since, a 
close and successful man should be a stranger to Hie 
method of increasing money by the loan of it. The 
Minister of the place where the honest Fisherman 
resided, has related to me the apprehension and 
suspicion he witnessed: T^ith trembling hand and 
dubious look, the careful man received and surveyed 
the bond given to him ; and, after a sigh or two of 
lingering mistrust, he placed it in the coffer whence 
he had just before taken his cash ; for which, and for 
whose increase, he now indulged a belief, that it was 
indeed both promise and security. 

If the Letter which treats of Inns should be found 
to contain nothmg interesting or uncommon; if it 
describe things which we behold every day, and some 
ii^ch we do not wish to behold at any time ; let it be 
considered that this Letter is one of the shortest, and 
that from a Poem whose subject was a Borough, 
populous and wealthy, these places of public accom- 
modation could not, without some impropriety, be 
excluded. 

I entertain the strongest, because the most rea- 
sonaUe lu^, that no liberal practitioner in the Law 
will be offended by the notice taken of dishonourable 
and crafty attomies. The increased di£5iculty of 
entering into the profession will in time render it 
much more free than it now is, from those who dis- 
grace it; at present such persons remain; ttid it 
would not be difiicult to give instances of neglect. 
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ignorance, crndty, oppreMion, and chicanery; nor 
are tiiey by any means confined to one part of the 
country : qoaclu and impostors are indeed in every 
profession, as well with a licence as witimnt one. 
The character and actions of SwaUow might donbtlese 
be contrasted by the delineation of an able and 
upright Solicitor; but this Letter is of sufficient 
lengthy and such persons, without question, are already 
known to my readers. 

• When I observe, under the article Physic, that the 
young and less experienced phyncian will write ratiier 
with a view of making himself known, than to inves- 
tigate and publish some useful fact, I would not be 
thought to extend this remark to all the publications 
of such men. I could point out a work, containing 
experiments the most judicious, and conclusions the 
most interesting, made l^ a gentleman, then young, 
which would have given just celebrity to a man after 
long practice. The observation is nevertiieless gene- 
rally true: many opinions have been adopted and 
many books written, not that the theory might be 
wen defended, but that a young physician might be 
better known. 

If I have in one Letter praised the good-humour 
of a man confessedly too inattentive to business, and, 
in another, if I have written somewhat sarcastically 
of ^ the brick-floored parlour which the butcher lets ;" 
be credit given to me, that in the one case. I had no 
intuition to apologize for idleness, nor any design in 
the other to treat with contempt the resourees of tiie 
poor. The good-humour is considered as the conso- 
lation of disappointment, and the room is so mentioned 
because the lodger is vain. Most of my readers will 
perceive this; but. I shall be sorry if by any I am 
dupposed to make pleas for the vices of men, or treat 



XX, PBSFACS. 

tfafiir wants and infiimities with deriuon or witb 
disdain. 

It is probable, tliat really polite people, witk enlti- 

vated minds and harnKmions tempers, may judge my 

deseripition of a Card-dnfo conrersation to be highly 

eaaggerated, if not totally fictitious ; and I aeknow- 

1 edge that tiie dub must admit a particular kitid' ^ 

members to afibrd such specimens of acrimony aiid 

objurgation : yet that such language is spoken, and 

such manners exhibited, is most certain, chiefly among 

those who, being successful in life, witiiout previous 

education, not yery nice in their feelings, or very 

attentiTe to improprieties, nt down to game with no 

Other fksyt than that of adding the gain of the evening 

to the profits of tiie day ; whom therefore disappoint- 

. m^t itself makes angry, and, when caused by another, 

reseantfui and vindictive. 

The Letter on Itinerant Players will to some appear 
too hardily written, their profligacy exaggerated, and 
their distresses magnified ; but tiiough the respecta* 
bifity of a part of these peof^ may give us a more 
fiivoiirable view ci ihe whole body, tiiovgh some 
actors be sober, and some managers prudent; still 
there is vice and misery left, more than sufiicient to 
justify my description. But if I could find only one 
woman who (passing forty years on many stages, and 
sustaining^ many principal characters) laments in her 
larespected old age, that there was no workhouse to 
whidi she could legally sue for admission*, if I could 
pioduce only one female, seduced upon the boards, 
and starved in her lodging, compelled by her poverty 
to 811^, and by her sufiferings to weep, without any 
prospect but misery, or any consolation but death ; if 
1 could exhibit only one yontfa who sought reAige 
horn parental authority in the licentious freedom of a 
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wandering company ; yet, with three such examples, 
I thonld feel myself justified in the account I htYe 
giTen: — ^but snch characters and sufferings are com- 
' noOy and there are few of tiiese societies which conld 
not show members of this description. To some, 
•indeed, the life has its satisfactions: they never 
expected to be free from labour, and their present 
kind they think is light : they have no delicate ideas 
of shame, and therefore dons and hisses give them no 
odier pain than what arises from the fear of not being 
trusted, joined with the apprehension that they may 
have nothing to subsist upon except their credit. 
. For the Aims-House itself, its Governors and Inha- 
bitants, I have not much to ofier, in favour of the 
subject or of the characters. One of these, 8ir 
Demfs Brandy may be considered as too highly placed 
for an author (who seldom ventures above middle- 
life) to delineate ; and indeed I had some idea of 
reserving him for another occasion, where he might 
have appeared with those in his own rank ; but then 
it is most uncertain whether he would ever appeari 
and he has been so many years prepared for the public 
whenever opportunity might offer, that I have at 
length given him place, and though with his inferiors, 
yet as a ru^er over them. Of these, one (Benlmw) 
auiy be thought too low and despicable to be admitted 
here , but he is a Borou^-character, and, however 
disgusting in some respects a picture may be, it will 
please some, and be tolerated by many, if it can boast 
tiiat one merit of being a fiiithful likeness. 

Bkmey and CkUa^ a male and female inhabitant of 
this mansion, are drawn at some length; and I nny 
be Hiought to have given them attention which they 
da not merit I plead not for the originality, but for 
Ibetmth of ^character; andUun^vltBtt^iDtf^V^ 
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Tery pleasing, it may b^ usefnl to delineate (fot cer* 
tain minds) tiiese mixtures of levity and vice; peoplk 
who are thus incurably vain and determinalely 
worldly ; thus devoted to enjoyment and insemable of 
shame, and so miserably fond of Iheir pleasures, that 
they court even the remembrance with eager soli- 
citation, by conjuring up the ghosts of departed 
indulgences with all the aid that memory can afford 
them. These characters demand some attention, 
because they hold out a warning to that numerous 
class of young people who are too lively to be di»> 
creet ; to whom the purpose of life is amusement, and 
who are always in danger of falling into vicious habits, 
because they hare too much activity to be quiet, and 
too little strength to be steady. 

The characters of the Hospital-Directors were 
written many years since, and, so far as I waid capable 
of judging, are drawn with JIdeUty, I mention Ibis 
circumstance, that, if any reader should find a diffe- 
rence in the versification or expression, he virill be 
tiius enabled to account for it. 

The Poor are here almost of necessity introduced, 
for they must be considered, in everyplace, as a large 
and interesting portion of its inhabitants. I am 
aware of the great difficulty of acquiring just notions 
on tiie maiptenance and management of this class ai 
our fdlowHBubjects, and I forbear to express any 
opiiiion of the various modes which have been dis* 
cussed or adopted : of one method only I venture to 
give my sentiments, that of collecting the poor of a 
hundred into one building : This admission of a vast 
nmnber of persons, of all ages and both sexes, of vety 
different inclinations, habits and capacities, into a 
iodety, must, at a first view, I c<mceive, be lookeQ 
iipo& as a cause of both vice and mnery ; nor does 
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any tblng which I have heard or read, invalidate flit 
opiBMNi ; hftppily, it is not a prevailing one, as these 
homes are, I believe, still confined to that part of tiie 
kingdom wliere they originated. 

To this sobject follow several Letters describing the 
foiiiea and crimes of persons in lower life, with one 
lelation of a happier and more consolatory kind. It 
has been a snl^ect of greater vexation to me than 
such trifle onght to be, that I conld not, vrithont 
destroying all appearance of arrangement, separate 
tliese SMlancholy narratives, and place the fallen 
Clerk in Office at a greater distance from the Clerk 
of Ike Parish, egpeaaJly as they resembled each other 
in several particulars; both being tempted, seduced, 
and vnretched. Yet are there, I conceive, consi* 
derable marks of distinction : their gnitt is of different 
kind ; aor wonld either have committed the offence of 
the Ofthtf . The Clerk of the Parish conM break the 
eoHBHOidment, hot he could not have been induced 
to have disowned an article of that creed for which 
he had SO'^ bravely contended, and on which he fuBy 
rdied ; and the upright mind of the Clerk in Office 
woald have secured him from being guilty of wrong 
and robbery, though his weak and vacillating intellect 
could not preserve him firom infidelity and profane- 
ness. Their mdhincholy is nearly alike, but not its 
consequences. Jaclan retained his belief, and tiliough 
he hated life, he could never be induced to quit it 
volnntarily; but Abel vras driven to terminate his 
mhiety in a vray which the unfixedness of his reUgioui 
opinions rather accelerated than retarded. I am 
therefore not without hope that the more observant 
of my readers will perceive many marks of discrimi- 
nation in these characters. 

The Lift of EUen Orfordf thougb BU&.cveii'^^ \^^- 
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thened with error and misfortune, has in it littl« 
besides, which resembles those of the above unhappy 
men, and is still more unlike that of GrimeSf in a sub- 
sequent Letter. There is in this character cheerful- 
ness and resignation, a more uniform piety, and an 
immovable trust in the aid of religion : this, with the 
light texture of the introductory part, will, I hope, 
take off from that idea of sameness which the repeti- 
tion of crimes and distresses is likely to create. The 
character of Giimesy his obduracy and apparent want 
of feeling, his gloomy kind of misanthropy, the pro- 
gress of his madness, and the horrors of his imagina- 
tion, I must leave to the judgment and observation of 
my readers. The mind here exhibited, is one un- 
touched by pity, unstung by remorse, and uncorrected 
by shame : yet is this hardihood of temper and spirit 
brqken by want, disease, solitude, and disappoint- 
ment : and he becomes the victim of a distempered 
and horror-stricken fancy. It is evident, therefore, 
that no feeble vision, no half-visible ghost, not the 
momentary glance of an unbodied )>eing, nor the 
half-audible voice of an invisible one, would be 
created by 'the continual workings of distress on a 
mind so depraved and flinty. The ruffian of Mr, 
Scott* has a mind of this nature : he has no shame or 
remorse: but the corrosion of hopeless want, the 
wasting of unabating disease, and the gloom of 
unvaried solitude, will have their effect on every 
nature ; and the harder that nature is, and the longer 
time required to work upon it, so much the more 
strong and indelible is the impression. ' This is all the 
reason I am able to give, why a man of feeling so dull 
should yet become insane, should be of so horrible a 
nature. 

* Marmion. 
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tbat a Letter od Prisons should follow those 
t^i'es, is anfortimate^ bat not to be easily avoided* I 
confess it is not pleasant to be detained so long by 
subjects so repnlsiTe to the feelings of many, as the 
snfferingi of mankind : but thongh I assuredly wonld 
have altered this arrangement, had I been able to have 
done it by sabstituting a better, yet am I not of opi- 
nion, that my verses, or indeed the verses of any othe^ 
person, can so represent the evils and distresses of life 
as to make any material impression on the mind, and 
much less any of injurious nature. Alas ! sufferings 
real, evident, continually before us, have not effects 
very serious or lasting, even in the minds of the more 
reflecting and compassionate ; nor indeed does it seem 
lifjbt that the pain caused by sympathy should serve 
for more than a stimulus to benevolence. If then the 
strength and solidity of truth placed before our eyes, 
have effect so feeble and transitory, I need not be very 
apprehensive that my representations of Poor-houses 
and Prisons, of wants and sufferings, however foith- 
Ihlly taken, will excite any feelings which can be 
seriously lamented. It has always been held as 
a salutary exercise of the mind, to contemplate the 
evils and miseries of our nature : I am not therefore 
without hope, that even this gloomy subject of Impri- 
sonment, and more especially the Dream of the con- 
demned Highwayman, will excite in some minds that 
ming)ed pity and abhorrence, which, while it is not 
unpleasant to the feelings, is useful in its operation : 
it ties and binds us to all mankind by sensations com- 
jpxm to us all, and in some degree connects us, without 
degradation, even to the most miserable and guilty of 
our fellow-men. 

Our concluding subject is Education) and some 

c 
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ftttampt U mide to describe its various seminariesy 
from that of the Poor Widow, nviio ph^noimces the 
alphabet fyr faifants, to seats whence the light of learn- 
ing is shed abroad on the world. If, in this Letter, I 
datoribe the lives of literary men as embittered by 
ranch evil; if they be often disappointed, and some- 
tinges unfitted for the world they improve ; let it be 
considered that they are described as men who possess 
that great pleasure, the exercise of their own talents, 
and the delight which flows from their own exertions : 
they have joy in their pursuits, and glory in their 
acquirements of knowledge. Their victory over diffi- 
culties affords the motit rational cause of triumph, and 
the attainment of new ideas leads to Incalculable riches, 
such as gratify the glorious avarice of aspiring and 
comprehensive minds. Here then I place the reward 
of leanring. — Our Universities produce men of the 
first scholastic attainments, who are heirs to large pos- 
sessions, or descendants from noble families. Now, to 
those so fovoured, talents and acquirements are, un- 
questionably, means of arriving at the most elevated 
and important situations ; but these must be the lot ijf 
a few : in general, the] diligence, acuteness, and per- 
severance of a youth at the University, have no other 
reward than some College honours and emoluments, 
which they desire to exchange, many of them for very 
moderate incomes in the obscurity of some distant vil- 
lage : So that, in stating the reward of an ardent and 
powerful ndnd to consist principally (I might have said 
entirely) in its'own views, efforts, and excursions, I 
place it upon a sure foundation, though not one so 
elevated as the more ambitious aspire to. It is surely 
some encouragement to a studious man to reflect, that 
if he be disappointed, he cannot be without gratifica* 
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tion : and that if be gets but a very bmnble portioli ef 
wbat tbe world can give, be has a conttnuiil fimitlon 
of unwearying enjoyment, of which it has not power 
to deprive him. 

Long as I have detained the reader, I take leare to 
add a few words on the subject of imitation, or, more 
plainly speaking, borrowing. In the coarse of a long 
Poem, and more especially of two long ones, it isTery 
difficult to avoid a recurrence of the same tiionglits, 
and of similar expressions ; and, however carefiil I 
have been myself in detecting and removing theie 
kinds of repetitions, my readers, I question not, wonld, 
if disposed to seek them, find many remaining. For 
these I can only plead that common excuse— they are 
the ^fences of a bad memory, and not of volnntny 
inattention ; to whidi I must add the difficulty (I have 
already mentioned) of avoiding the error : this kind of 
plagiarism vnll therefore, I conceive, be treated with 
lenity : and of the more criminal kind, borrowing from 
«tfaersj I plead, with much confidence, ^^ not guilty/' 
Bnt while I claim exemption from guilt, I do not affirm 
that mnch of sentiment and much of expression may 
not be detected in the vast collection of English poe- 
tiy : it is sufficient for an author, that he uses not the 
words or ideas of another without acknowledgment, 
and this, and no more than this, I mean, by disclaiming 
debts of the kind ; yet resemblances are sometimes so 
very striking, that it requires faith in a reader to admit 
tiiey were undesigned. A line in the second Letter, 

■* And monunents thttouelves memorlali need," 

was written long before the Author, in an acddentnl 
recoofse to Juvenal, read— 

** QoMdoiividein data rant i|Mfi qnoqn« fkte lepiileliris.** 

Sat. z. 1. 146. 
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mod Amt this I beUeve tiie reader will readily give me 
credit Bot there is another apparent imitation in the 
Ul^ of £toi«y (Letter xiv), a simile of so particular a 
kind, that its occurrence to two writers at the same 
time must appear as an extraordinary event ; for this 
reason I once determined to exclude it from the rela- 
tion ; but, as it was truly unborrowed, and suited the 
place in which it stood, this seemed, on after-consi- 
deration, to be an act of cowardice, and the lines are 
therefore printed as they were written about two 
months before the very same thought (prosaically 
.drest) appeared in a periodical work of the last sum- 
mer. ■ It is highly probable, in these cases, that both 
may derive the idea from a forgotten but common 
•ource; and in this way I must entreat the reader to 
'do me justice, by s^ccounting for other such resem- 
blances, should any be detected. 

I know not whether to some readers the placing two 
or three Latin quotations to a Letter may not appear 
pedantic and ostentatious, while both they and the 
English ones may be thought unnecessary. For the 
necessity I have not much to advance ; but if they be 
allowable, (and certainly the best writers have adopted 
them,) then, where two or three different subjects 
bccor, so many of these mottoes seem to be required : 
nor will a charge of pedantry remain, when it is con- 
sidered that these things are generally taken from 
some books ^miliar to the school-boy, and the select- 
ing them is facilitated by the use of a book of common- 
place : . yet, with this help, the task of motto-hunting 
has been so unpleasant to me, that I have in various 
instances given up the quotation I was in pursuit of, 
and substituted such English verse or prose as I could 
fynd or ii^yent for my purpose. 
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SHOULD tiie corrections made in the present 
EditioD appear to be few, and the amendments 
trifliiif , while many inaccuracies and other blemishes 
remain onnoticed ; the Author entreats that a very 
misettled state of health may be an apology for all 
that seems like want of care : he has not, as in other 
times, been favoured with communications from his 
Friends, with exception of those from a Reverend 
Gentleman m his own neighbourhood, who will find 
hit observations (unfortunately for the Poem, begun 
too late to extend to many Letters) all carefnlly 
noticed as they are thankfully acknowledged ; and 
ihonld anotiier opportunity ever arrive, he hopes to 
-beeome more acquainted with the errors of the work, 
and to be better provided with corrections for them. 
Objections of other kind, the Author has read, and it 
much disposed to do honour to the Critics who made 
them ', but as they respect the very nature and smb- 
stance of his book, he fears they must ever remain 
with it, the radical evil for which there is no redress. 
That the Borough is the Village enlarged; that it hat 
little interest aa a Borough; that its subjects are 
unconnected, and its persons without a common tie ; 
all this is readily acknowledged, nor can the Author 
attempt to make an apology for what he foresaw and 
voluntarily admitted. If by objecting a want of con- 
nection and harmony of parts, it is meant that they 
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might have been preserved with his materials, this 
was found to be impossible ; bnt if it impUes that 
other materials are wanted, he can only answer, that 
they were not at his disposal. 

Another objection is made to the levity with which 
the subject of Religion is said to be treated : this the 
Author cannot admit; it is not religion, but what 
hurts religion, what is injurious to all true devotion, 
and 8t enmity with all sober sense, which is thus 
unceremoniously treated ; false and bigoted zeal, weak 
and obstinate enthusiasm, ignorance that presumes to 
teach, and intolerant pride that boasts of humility: 
these alone are objects of his attack. In the note to 
page 249, he has proved that his descriptiim of 
the doctrine he censured was founded in reality, 
and in fact it is no easy matter to write up to the folly 
and ignorance oi theie men. An author has not the 
less reverence for Religion, because, in warring with 
Fanaticism, he uses tiie only weapon by which it is 
fvaid to be vulnerable ; and he doubts not but he shall 
be excused (nay approved, so far as respects his inten- 
tion,) by the public in general, and more especially 
by that part of it (and that by no means a small part), 
who think the persons so described, while they are 
themselves safe, << from the Bar, the Pulpit, and tiie 
Throne," are the very people, from whom, did their 
power correspond with their wishes, neither the 
Pulpit nor the Throne (if the Bar i^ould escape) would 
remain in safety. 

It has been observed also, that the story of the 
Paiish-Clerk has a bad moral, as it insmuates that 
Acre are certain temptations under which we cannot 
mk to yield, and, in fkct, that we are puppets of an 
over-powering destiny. The Author is sorry that any 
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tacfa inferences should be drawn from this relation, or 
from any other part of his book : what he meant to 
exhibit was rather the fall of a conceited and ostenta- 
tious man, who, when tempted, had not recourse to 
proper means of resistance, and an illustration of that 
Scripture-precept, <' Let him who thinketh he standeth 
take heed lest he fall/' 

Neidier did the Author, on this or any other occa* 
lion, mean to deny the doctrine of seducing spirits, or 
one who is the chief of them ; what he presumed to 
censure was the enthusiasm and conceit of those who 
take every absurd or perverse suggestion <^ their oum 
spirits for the unquestionable temptation of the evil- 
one, and every denial of a soliciting appetite, for 9^ 
conquest over tiuit enemy of souls; thus perpetually 
administering fresh food for enthusiastic delight, and 
new triumph for spiritual pride. 
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TKflte did tbe lluler of the Deep ordain. 

To biild proud Naviei, and to rule the Main* 

Pope*s Homer*s Iliad, Book vl. line 4S. 



Such aeenei baa Deptford, Navybutldios towa« 
Woolwieh and Wapping, smelling stroof of pitch ; 

Such Lambeth, envy of each band and gown. 
And Twickenham inch, which fnirer scenes enrich. 

Pope*8 Imitation of Spenier* 



— — — — --i Et cum caleatibns undis 
JBquoresB miacentur aqua : caret Ignibus aether, 
C«caqu8 noz premitur tenebris biemisqne sniique; 
Diaentient tamen has, prabentque micantia lumen 
Filmiiia : fvlmiueis trdeiewit igofbu UDdas* 

OTld* Metamori^b. lib. iL ver. 590 



^#»#<#i/»^»»^»« 



LETl^ER I. 






THE BOROUGH. 



The Difficulty (^ deacribuig Town Scenery, — A Compa- 
rimm wUh aiim Views in the Country, — The River 
end Quay, — The Shipping and Burinese.'^Ship' 
Building, — SeorBoya and Port-Views, — VtUage and 
Town Scenery again compared, — Walks from Town* 
— Cottage and a^^oining Heath, ifc, — House qf Sun- 
day Entertainment,^The Seat A Summer and fViih 
ier View,— 'A Shipwreck at Night, and Us Effects on 
Shore, — Evening Amusements in the Borough,^^An 
Apology for the impeifect View which cam he given 
1^ these Suiffects. 
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GENERAL D^CRIPTION. 

" Describe the B«r«iig|i*'«-4hoogli our idle Tribe 
May love lyescription^ eemwe so descnbe, 
That you shall fiurly Streets and Buildings trace, 
And all ^t gives distinction to a place ? 
This cannot be *, yet, moVd by your request, 
A part I paint— let Fancy form the rest. 

Cities and Towns, the various haunts of men, 
Require the pencil) they defy the pen : 
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Could he, who sang lo well the Gredaa Fleet, 
80 well have siuig of Alley, Lane, or Street ? 
Can measured lines these varioos Buildings show. 
The Town-Hall Turning, or the Prospect Row ? 
Can I the seats of Wealth and Want explore, 
And lengthen out my Lays from door to doer? 

Then let thy Fanqr aid me^I repair 
From this tall Mansion of our last-year's Mayor, 
Till we the Out-skirts of the Borough reach, 
And these half-buried Buildings next the Beach ; 
Where hang at open doors, the Net and Cork, 
While squalid SeapDames mend the meshy work ; 
Till comes the hour, when fishing through the tide, 
The weary Husband throws his Freight aside \ 
A living mass, which now demands the Wife, 
Th' alternate labours of thehr humble life. 

Can Scenes like these withdraw thee from thy Wood, 
Thy upland Forest or thy Valley's Flood ? 
Seek tiien thy Garden'a shrubby Bound, and look. 
As it steals by, upon the bordering Brook; 
That winding Streamlet, limpid, lingering, slow, 
Where the Reeds whisper when the Zephyrs blow; 
Where in the nddst, upon her throne of green. 
Sits the large lily* as the Water's Queen ; 
And makes the Current, forc'd awhile to stay, 
Murmur and bubble as it shoots away ; 
Draw then the strongest contrast to that stream, 
And our broad River will before thee seem* 

With ceaseless motion conies and goes the Tide^ 
Flowing, it fills the Channel vast and wide ; 
Then back to Sea, with strong nuyestic sweep 
It roUs, in ebb yet terrible and deep ; 



* The white Water-UI j. Kjmphaa aIIhu 
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Here Sampire-Banks* and Salt-wort t bound the Flood, 
There Stakes and Sea-weeds withering on the Mad ; 
And higher up, a ridge of all things base, 
Which some strong tide has roU'd upon the place. 

Thy gentle River boasts its pigmy Boat, 
Urg'd on by pains, half grounded, half afloat ; 
While at her Stem an Angler takes his stand. 
And marks the Fish he purposes to land ; 
From that clear space, where, in the cheerfiil ray 
Of the warm Sun, the scaly people play. 

Far other Craft our prouder River shows, 
Hoys, Pinks and Sloops ; Brtgs, Brigantines and Snow»: 
Kor Angler we on our wide Stream descry. 
But one poor Dredger where his Oysters lie : 
He, cold and wet, and driving with the Tide, 
Beats his weak arms against his tarry side. 
Then drains the remnant of diluted gin. 
To aid the warmth that languishes within ; 
Renewing oft his poor attempts to beat 
His tingling Fingers into gathering heat. 

He shall again be seen when Evening conies, 
And social Parties crowd their favourite Rooms : 
Where, on the Table Pipes and Papers lie, 
The steaming Bowl or foaming Tankard by; 
'Tis then, with all these comforts spread ground, 
They hear the painful Dredger's welcome sound ; 
And few themselves the savoury boon deny. 
The food that feeds, the living luxury. 

Yon is our Quay ! those smaller Hoys from Town, 
Its various Wares, for CJountry-use, bring down; 



* The joioted Olasswort. Salicornla is here meant, not th* 
true Sampire, the Crithmum maritimum* 
i The iSaTMla of Botanists. 
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Those laden Waggons, in return, impart 
The Country-Prodnce to the City lliart ; 
Haik ! to the Clamour in that miry Road, 
Bounded and narroVd by yon Vessels* Load ; 
The lumbering Wealth she empties round the plaee^ 
Package, and Parcel, Hogshead, Chest, and Case ; 
While the loud Seaman and tiie angry Hind, 
Mingling in Business, bellow to the Wind. 

Near these a Crew amphibious, in tilie Docks, 
Rear, for the Sea, those Castles on the Stocks : 
See I the long Keel, which soon the Waves mtest hide ; 
See ! the strong Ribs which form the roomy Side j 
Bolts yielding slowly to the sturdiest stroke. 
And Planks* which curve and crackle in the smoke. 
Around the whole rise cloudy Wreaths, and far 
Bear the warm pungence of o'er-boiling Tar. 

Dabbling on shore half-naked Sea-Boys crowd. 
Swim round a Ship, or swing upon the Shrowd ; 
Or in a Boat purlom'd, with Paddles play, 
And growiamiliar with the Watery Way : 
Young though they be, they feel whose Sons they are. 
They know whalt British Seamen do and dare ; 
Proud of that Fame, they raise and they enjoy 
The rustic wonder of the Village-Boy. 

Before yoabid these busy Scenes adieu, 
Behold the Wealth th^ lies in public view, , 

Thos^ &r-extended heaps of Coal and Coke, 
Where fresb-fiU'd Lime-kilns breathe their stifling 

Smoke. 
This shall pass off, and yon behold, instead. 
The Night-fire gleaming on its chalky bed ; 



* The carvature of j^lanks for the tides <A a ship, Ac i«, I am 
infomied, bow seaeralljr made by the power of steaaa. Fire it 
■everthelen stUl used for boats and vetsels of the tmaller kind. 

B3 
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When from the Light-house brighter beams ^ifl rise,. 
To show the Shipman where the Shallow lies. 

Tliy Walks are ever pleasant ; every scene 

Is rich in beauty, lively, or serene^ 

Rich— is that varied View with Woods around. 
Seen from the Seat, within the Shrubb'ry bound ; 
Where shines the distant Lake, and where ap'pear 
From Ruins bolting, unmolested Deer ; 
Lively— the Milage-Green, the Inn, the Place, 
Where the good Widow schools her Infant-Race. 
Shops, whence are heard the Hammer and the Saw^ 
And- Village-I^leasures unreprov*d by Law ; 
Then how serente ! when in your favourite Room, 
Gales from your Jasmines soothe the Evening Gloom 
When from your upland Paddock you look down, 
And just perceive the Smoke which hides the Town ; 
When weary Peasants at the close of Day 
Walk to their Cots, and part upon the way ; 
Wlien Cattle slowly cross the shallow Brook, 
And Shepherds pen tlfeir Folds, and rest upon theii 
Crook. 

We prune our Hedges, prime our slender Trees, 
And notiiing looks untutor'd and at easo^ 
On tlie wide Heath, or in the flow'ry Vale, 
We scent the Vapours of the sea-bom Gale ; 
Broad-beaten Paths lead on from Stile to Stile, 
And Scwei*s from Streets, the Road-side Banks defile 
Our guarded Fields a sense of Danger show, 
WTiere Garden-Crops with Com and Clover grow ; 
Fences are form'd of Wreck and placed around, 
(Witli Tenters tipp'd) a strong repulsive Bound ; 
Vide and deep Ditches l^y the Gardens ran, 
And^here in ambush lie the Trap and Gun; 
Or yon broad Board,which guards each tempting Piizc 
<' Like a taU Bully, lifts its head and lies/' 
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There stands a Cottage with an open door, 
Its Garden undefended blooms before : 
Her Wheel is still, and overtnm'd her Stool, 
While the lone Widow seeks the neighboring Pool r 
This gives ns hope, all views of Town to shnn-*- 
No! here are tokens of the Sailor-Son ; 
That old bine Jacket, and that Shirt of Check, 
And silken Kerchief for the Seaman's Neck ; 
Sea-spoils and Shells from many a distant Shore, 
And furry robe from frozen Labrador, 

Our busy Streets and Sylvan-Walks between, 
Fen, Marshes, Bog and Heath all intervene ; 
Here Pits of Crag, with spong}*, plashy base. 
To some enrich th' uncultivated space : 
For there are Blossoms rare, and curious Rush, 
The Gale's rich balni, and Sun-deip's crimson blush,. 
Whose velvet Leaf with radient beauty drest, 
Forms a gay Pillow for the Plover's breast. 

Not distant far, a House commodious made, 
(Lonely yet public stands) for Sunday-trade ; 
Thither for this day free, gay Pai-ties go. 
Their Tea-house Walk, their tipling Rendezvous; 
lliere bumble Couples sit in Comer-Bowers, 
Or gaily ramble for th' allotted hours ; 
Sailors and Lasses from the Town attend, 
The Servant-Lover, the Apprentice-Friend ; 
With all the idle social lYibes who seek. 
And find their bumble Pleasures once a Week. 

Turn to the Watery World !— but who to thee 
(A wonder yet unview'd) ^hall paint— the Sea? 
Various and vast, sublime in all its forms, 
When luU'd by Zephyrs, or when rous'd by Storms, 
It9 colours changing, when from Clouds and Son 
Shades after shades upon the surfdce run ; 
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Embrowii*dand liorrid now, and now aerene. 

In limpid blue, and evanescent green , 

And oft the foggy banks on Ocean lie, 

lift the hit Sail, and cheat th' experienced ^e*. 

Be it the Sonuner-Noon : a sandy apace 
The ebbing Tide has left upon its t^ace ; 
Then just the hot and stony Beach above, 
light twinkling Streams in bright confusion move ; 
(For heated thus, the warmer air ascends. 
And with the cooler in its fall contends) — 
Then the broad bosom of the Ocean keeps 
An equal motion ; swelling as it sleeps. 
Then slowly sinking ; curling to the Strand, 
Faint, lazy Waves o'ercreep the ridgy Sand, 
Or tap the tarry Boat with gentle blow, 
And back return in silence, smooth and slow. 
Ships in the calm seem anchored ; for they glide 
On the still Sea, urg'd solely by the Tide ; 
Art thou not present, this calm Scene before. 
Where all beside is pebbly length of Shore, 
And far as eye can reach, it can discern no more? 

Yet sometimes comes a ruffling Cloud to make 
The quiet sur&ce of the Ocean shake ; 
As an awaken'd Giant with a frown. 
Might show his wrath, and then to sleep sink down. 

View now the Winter-Storm ! above, one Cloud, 
Black and unbroken all the Skies o'ershroud ; 
Th' unwieldy Porpoise through the day before. 
Had roli'd in view of bodiog mea on shore j 



* 0^ tbeeflfect oftbeM ml^8,knowQ by tite name of f9fli;-1)|aii|rs« 
wonderful and indeed incredible relations are p'ven ; but their 
yropacty of appearinf to elevate ships at sea, and to bring them 
1b wUm, Is, 1 bcUere, genfrall; ^c^^wle^ged* 
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And sometimes hid and sometimes showed his form, 
Dark as the clond, and iiirious as the storm. 

All where the eye delights, yet dreads to roam. 
The breaking Billows cast the flying Foam 
Upon the Billows rising — all the Deep 
Is restless chuige ; the Waves so swell'd and steep, 
Breaking and sinking, and the sunken swells. 
Nor one, one moment, in its station dwells : 
But nearer Land you may the Billows trace, 
As if contending in their watery chace ; 
May watch the mightiest till the Shoal they reach, 
Then break and hurry to their utmost stretch; 
Curl'd as they come, they strike with fiirions force. 
And then re-flowing, take their grating course. 
Raking the rounded Flints, which ages past 
Boll'd by their rage, and shall to ages last. 

Far off the Petrel in the troubled way 
Swims with her Brood, or flutters in the Spray; 
She rises often, often drops again, 
And sports at ease on the tempestuous Main. 

High o'er the restless Deep, above the reach 
Of Gunner's hope, vast flights of Wild-Ducks stretch; 
Far as the eye can glance on either side. 
In a broad ^pace and level line they glide ; 
All in their wedge-like flgures from the North, 
Day after day, flight after flight, go forth. 

In-shore their passage Tribes of Sea-Gulls urge, 
And drop for Prey within the sweeping Surge; 
Oft in the rough opposing Blast they fly 
Far back, then turn, and all their force apply. 
While to the Storm they give their weak complaining 

cry; 
Or clap the sleek white Pinion to the breast, 
And in the restless Ocean dip for rest. 
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Darimeis liegios to veign; tiie louder Wind 
Appals the weak and awes the finner mind ; 
But £ri|^t8 not him, wbom Evening and the Spraj 
In part conceal — ^yon Prober on hb way : 
Lo ! he has something seen ; he runs apace, 
As if he fear'd Companion in the chace; 
He sees his Prize, and now he tarns again. 
Slowly and sorrowing — ^* Was your search in vain ?^ 
Gruffly he answers, * 'Tis a sorry sight! 
* A Seaman's Body : ^ere'U be more to-night!' 

Hark ! to those sounds ! they 're from Distress at Sea: 
How quick they come I What terrors may there be ! 
Yesy 'tis a driven Vessel : I discern 
lights, signs of terror, gleaming Irom the Stem ; 
Others behold them too, and from the Town, 
In various parties Seamen hurry down ; 
Their Wives pursue, and Damsels urg'd by dread. 
Lest Men so dear be into danger led ; 
Their head the gown has hooded, and their call 
In this sad night, is piercing like the squall ; 
They feel their kinds of power, and when tiiey meet, 
Qiide, fondle, weep, dare, threaten, or intreait 

See one poor Girl, all terror and alarm^ 
9as fondly seiz'd upon her Lover's ann ; 
<^ Thou shalt not venture ;'' and he answers ^ No ! 
< I will nof — stiU she cries, << Thou shalt not go." 

No need of this ; not here the stoutest Boat 
Can through such Breakers, o'er such Billows float j 
Yet may they view these Lights upon the Beach,L 
Which yidd them hope, whom help can never reacbi 

From parted Clouds the Moon her radiance throws 
On the wild Waves, and all the danger shows ; 
But shows them beaming in her shining vest, 
Terrific splendour! gloom in glory drest ! 



Leftirl.] ociraBAL iMMCKPnov. il 

This for a moaMBty and thai Ooods tgafin 
Hide every beam, and fear and darknetb reign. 

But hear ure now those Soonds ? Do lifjhts appear f 
I see tfaem not! the Stonn alone I hear: 
And lo ! the Sailors homeward take their way ; 
Man mnst endnre-^let ns snbmit and pray. 

Such are our Winter-Views ; but Night comes on— > 
Now Business sleeps, and daily Cares are gone; 
Now Parties form, and some their Friends assist 
To waste the idle hours at sober Whist ; 
The Tayem's pleasure or the Concert's chann, 
Unnumber'd moments of their sting disarm ; 
Play-bills and open Doors a Crowd invite, 
To pass off one dread portion of the Night ; ^ 
And Show and Song and Luxury combined, 
lift off from Man this burthen of Mankind. 
, Others advenfrous walk abroad and meet 
Returning Parties pacing through the Street ; 
When various Voices, in the dying Day, 
Hum in our Walks, and greet us in our way ; 
When Tavern-lights flit on from Room to Room, 
And guide tiie tippling Sailor staggering home : 
There as we pass, the jingling Bells betray 
How Business rises with the closing Day : 
Now walking silent, by the River's side. 
The ear perceives the rippling of the Tide ; 
Or measured cadence of the Lads who tow 
Some enter'd Hoy, to &l her in her row -, 
Or hollow sound, which from the Parish-Bell, 
To some departed Spirit bids &rewell I 

TliDS shall you something of our Bosoogh know, 
Far as a Verse, with Fancy's aid can show ; 
Of Sea or River, of a Quay or Street, 
The best DeacriptiOB must be incomplete ; 
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Bat when a hazier Theme succeeds^ and when 
Men are our gul]jects and the Deeds of Men ; 
Then may we find the Mnse in happier style, 
Aad we may MMnetimeft sigh and sometimes smile. 



LETTER n. 

THE CHURCH. 



— r — Fettlatt enim decurrere felox 
FkwcalnB aognsta misenefne brafifttma ViUs 
Pi»tio ! dnm bibimus, dam serta, onfnieiiU, paellas 
Potetami, obrepit non Intellecta senectof . 

Jafenal. Satir. ix. Uo. Ii6. 



Aid when at last thy Love shall die. 
Wilt thoa receive Us parting breath 2 

Wilt thoa repress each strolling sigh, 
▲ad cheer with smiles the bed of death ? 

Pwey* 
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THE CHURCH. 

Several Meamngs rf the word Church. — The Building 
90 cdUed, here intended, — Its AntiquUy and Grandeur. 
--Columns and AiUa.^The Tauter: The Stains 
made hy Time compared with the mock Antiquity 
qf the Artist. — Progress qf Vegetation on such 

■ Buildings. — BeUs. — Jhmbs : One in decay. — Mured 
Monuments, and tie Nature ^ their Inscriptions. — 
An Instance 4n a departed Burgess. — Church-yard 
Graces. — Mourners for the Dead.'^A Story qf a 
betrothed Pair in humble Life, and Effects qfGritf 
in the Survivor.. 



' ' W^HAT is a ChHTGh ?^— Let Truth and Reason speak, 
They would reply, ' The Faithfuli Pure, and Meek ; 

< From Chnstian folds, the one selected Race, 

< Of all Professions, and in every place/ 

** What is a Church ?*' — * A Flock,' our Vicar cries, 
' Whom Bishops govern and whom Priests advise ; 
' Wherein are various States and due Degrees, 

< The Bench for Honour, and the Stall for Ease ; 
' That Ease be mine, which, afler all his cares, 
^The pious^ peaceful Prebendary shares.' 

<< What is a Church ?"— Our honest Sexton tells, 
' ^satallBuildmg, withaTowerandBeUs; . 

< Where Priest i^nd Clerk with joint exertion strive 
^ To keep the ardour of their Flock alive ; 
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< Tbat, by his perMs eloquent and grave; 
' ThiSy Higr rcaqranseiy and a well-set stave : 

* These for the living; but when life be fled, 

< I toll myself the Requiem for Ihe Dead.' 

Tis to tins Oiurcb I caU thee, and that Ptace, 
Where sl^t our Fathers when they'd run their race : 
We too shall rest, and then our CUMren keep 
Tlieir road in life, and then, forgotten, sleep; 
Meam^ile the Building slowly fidls away. 
And, like the BuilderB, will in time decay. 

The M. Foundation — but it is not clear 
When it was laid— > you care not for the Year ; 
On this, as Parts decay'd by Time and Stoims, 
Arose these various disproportion'd Forms ; 
Yet Gothic, all the Leam'd who visit us 
(And our small Wonders) have decided tiius : 
"* Yon noble Gothic Arch," << That Gothic Door ;" 
So have tiiey said ; of proof youll need no more. 

Here large plain Columns rise in solemn style, 
Yon 'd love the Gloom they make in either Aile ; 
When the Sun's Rays, enfeebled as they pass 
(And shorn of splendour) through the storied Glas#| 
Faintly display the Figures on tiie Floor, 
Which pleas'd distinctly in their place before. 

But ere you enter, yon bold Tower survey, 
iVdl and entire, and venerably grey, 
For Time has soften'd what was harsh when new, 
And now the Stains are all of sober hue; 
The Hying Stains uiiich Nature's hand akme, 
Pn^Rise of life, pours forth upon the Stone; 
For ever growing ; where the common Eye 
Can but the bare and rocky Bed descry : 
Thttie Science loves to trace her Tribes minute, 
The Juiceless foliage, and the tasteless Fruit; 
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There she perceives them round the sar^e creep^ 
And while they meet, their due distinction keep -, 
Mix'd but not blended; each its name retaiinsy 
And these are Nature's ever-during Stams. 

And wouldst thou, Artist ! with thy Tints and Bnish, 
Form Shades like these ? Pretender, where thy bhish ? 
In three short Hours shall thy presuming Hand 
Th' effect of three slow centuries command* ? - 
Thou may'st thy various Greens and Greys contrive, 
They are not Lichens, nor like aught alive ;— 
But yet proceed, ami when thy Tints are lost. 
Fled in the Shower, or crumbled by the Frost ; 
When all thy Work is done away as clean 
As if thou never spread'st thy Grey and Green ; 
Then may'st thou see how Nature's Work is don^ 
How slowly true she lays her colours op ; 
When her least Speck upon the hardest Flint 
Has Mark and Form and is a living Tint ; 
And so embodied with the Rock, that few 
Can the small Germ upon the. Substance view t* 



* If it should be objected, that Centuries are not slower than 
Hours, because the speed of Time must be uniform ; I would 
answer, that I uaderstaod so much, and mean that they are 
slower in no other sense, than because they are not finished so 
soon. 

f This Icind of vegetation, as it begins upon siliceous stones, 
is very thin, and frequently not to be distinguished from the 
surface of the Flint. The Byssus Jolithus of Linneeus Chejfntia. 
Jolithus of the present System), an adhesive carmine crust on 
rocks and old buildings, was, even by scientific persons, taken for 
the substance on which it spread. A great variety of these minute 
vegetables are to be found In some parts of the coast, where the 
beach, formed of stones of various kinds, is undisturbed, and 
exposed to every change of weather ; in this situation, the diflfe- 
rent species of Lichen, in their different stages of growth, have 
an appearance interesting and agreeable even to those who are 
ignorant pf, and indifferent to the cause. 
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Seedsy to our Eye imriiibley will find 
On the rode Rock the Bed that fits tiieir kind ; 
There, in the ragged Soil, they nfely dwell, 
TQl Showers and Snows the subtile Atoms sweU, 
And spread tbt enduring Foliage )— then we trace 
The fireckled Flower vpon the flinty base ; 
These all increase, till in onnotic'd Years 
The stony Tower as grey with Age appears ; 
With coats of Vegetation, tiiinly spread, 
Cottt above coat, Ihe living on the Dead : 
Hiese then dissolve to dust, and make a way 
For bolder Foliage, nurs'd by their decay : 
The long-enduring Ferns in time will all 
Die and depose their dust upon the Wall; 
Where the wing'd Seed may rest, till many a Flower 
Show Fionas triumph o'er the falling Tower. 

But ours yet stands, and has its Bells renown'd 
For size magnificent and solemn sound ; 
Each has its motto : some contrived to tell, 
In monkish rhyme, the uses of a Bell* ; 
Such wondrous good, as few conceive could spring 
From ten loud Coppers when their Clappers swing. 
Enter'd ttie Chureh ; we to a Tomb proceed. 
Whose Names and Titles few attempt to read ; 
Old English Letters, and those half pickM out, 
I:<eave us, unskilful Readers, much in doubt ; 
Our Sons shall see its more degraded state ; 
The Tomb of Grandeur hastens to its fiite ; 
That marble Arch our Sexton's favourite show, 
IHth all those ruflPd and painted Pairs below; 



* The MTenl purposes for which bells are used, are eiprtMcd 
4a two Iktiii Tenes of this kiad* 

*C3 
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nnie uobte LaAhr aad the Lord who rest 
SiuiMue, aa coartly Dame aod Warrior drest ; 
AJU are departed from their state sublime, 
liJbii|(led and woimded id their war with Time 
Colieagtted with Mischief; here a leg is fled, 
And k> ! the Banm with but half a head ; 
Midway is deft the Arch ; the very Base 
Is batter*d round and shifted from its place. 
Wonder not, Mortal, at thy quick decay-* 
See! Men of Marble piece-meal melt a¥^y; 
When whose the Image we no longer read, 
But Monuments themselves Memorials need*. 

With few such stately proofs of Grief or Pride 
By Wealth erected, is our Church supplied ; 
But we have mural Tablets, every size, 
That Woe could wish, or Vanity devise. 

Death levels Man, — the Wicked and the Just, 
The Wise, the Weak, lie blended in the dust; 
And by the Honours dealt to every name, 
The King of Terrors seems to level Fame. 
— See ! here lamented Wives, and every Wife 
Tlie pride and comfort of her Husband's life ; 
Here, to her Spouse, with every virtue grac'd, 
His mournful Widow has a trophy plac'd ; 
And here 'tis doubtful if the duteous Son, 
Or the good Father, be in praise outdone. 

This may be Nature ; when our Friends we losey 
Our alter'd feelings alter too our views; 
What in their tempers teaz'd us or distressed, 
Is, with our anger and tlie Dead, at rest ; 
. And much we grieve, no longer trial made. 
For that impatience which we then displayed ; 

* Quandoquidem data sunt ipsi^ quoque fata sepolchris. 

Juvenal. Sat. xi I. tlGV 
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Now to their Love and Worth of every kind, 
A soft compimction turns th' afflicted Mind ; 
Virtnes neglected then, ador'd become, 
And Graces slighted, blossom on the Tomb. 

Tib well ; bnt let not Love nor Grief believe. 
That we assent (who neither lovM nor grieve) 
To all that Praise, which on the Tomb is read. 
To all that Passion dictates for the Dead ; 
But more indignant, we the Tomb deride. 
Whose bold Inscription Flattery sells to Pride. 

Read of this Burgess— on the Stone appear 
How worthy he ! how virtuoas ! and how dear ! 
What wailing was there when his Spirit fled. 
How moum'd his Lady for her Lord when dead. 
And tears abundant through the Town were shed } 
See I he was liberal, kind, religious, wise. 
And free from all disgrace and all disguise ; 
His sterling worth, which words cannot express. 
Lives with his Friends, their pride and their distress. 

All this of Jacob Holmes 1 for his the name ; 
He thus kind, liberal, just, religious ? — Shame ! 
What is the truth ? Old Jacob married thrice ; 
He dealt in Coals, and Avarice was his vice ; 
He rul'd the Borough when his Year came on. 
And some forget, and some are glad he 's gone ; 
For never yet with Shilling could he part. 
But when it left his hand, it struck his heart 

Yet, here will Love its last attentions pay. 
And place Memorials on these Beds of Chiy. 
Large level Stones lie flat upon the Grave, 
And half a Century's Sun and Tempest brave; 
But many an honest tear and heartfelt sigh, 
Have followed IJiose wbo now nnnotic'd lie ; 
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Of these wfatt nmnbers rest on every side t 
intiboat one token left by Grief or Pride ; 
Their Graves soon levelled to the Earthy and then 
Win other Hillocks rise o'er other Men ; 
Daily the Dead on the Decay'd are thrust. 
And Gener^ions follow, '^ dust to dnsf 
• Yes I there are real Monmers — Ihave seen 
A fair, sad Giri, mild, suffering, and serene ; 
Attention (through the day) her duties claim'd, 
And to be useful as resigned she aim'd : 
Neatly she dress'd, nor vauily seem'd f expect 
Pity for grief, or pardon for neglect ; 
But when her wearied Parents sunk io sleep. 
She sougjit her place to meditate and weep : 
Then to her mind was all the past display'd, 
That faithful Memory brings to Sorrow's aid : 
For then she thought on one regretted Youth, 
Her tender trust, and lus unquestion'd truth ; 
Jn cv'ry place she wander'd, wh^re they'd been, 
And sadly-sacred held the parting-scene ; 
Where last for Sea he toc^ his leave— that place 
With double interest would she nightly trace; 
For long the Courtship was, and he would say, 
Each time he sail'd,— <^ This once, and then the day ; 
Yet prudence tarried, but uriien last he went^ 
He drew from pitying Love a iiill consent 

Happy he sail'd, and great the care she took, 
That he should softly sleep, and smartly look} 
White was his beUer linen, and his check 
Was made more trim than any on the deck ; 
And every comfort Men at Sea can know. 
Was hers to buy, to make, and to bestow : 
For he to Greenland sail'd, and much she told. 
How he should guard against the climate's cotd ; 
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Yet saw not danger ; dangers beM withstood, 
Nor coidd she trace the Fever in his btood : 
Hie Mesanates smil'd at flushings in liis cheek, 
And he too smil'd, bnt seldom would he speak ; 
For now he found the danger, felt the pain. 
With grievous symptoms he could not explain ; 
Hope was awaken'd, as for home he sail'd. 
But quickly sank, and never more prevailed. 

He call'd his Friend, and preiac'd with a sigh 
A Lover's message — *^ Thomas, I must die : 
^' Would I could see my Sally, and could rest 
** My throbbing temples on her faithful breast, 
^ And gazing go !-^ not, this trifle take, 
'^ And say, till death I wore it for her sake ; 
*^ Yes ! I must die — blow on, aweet breeze, blow on ! 
'^ Give me one look, before my life be gone, 
** Oh ! give me that, and let me not despair, 
<* One last fond look — and now repeat the prayer/' 

He had his wish, had more ; I will not paint 
The Lovers' meeting : she beheld him faint, — 
With tender fears, she took a nearer view. 
Her terrors doubling as her hopes withdrew ; 
He tried to smile, and, half succeeding, said, 
" Yes ! I must die ;** and hope for ever fled. 

Still long she nurs'd Urn : tender thoughts meantime 
Were interchang'd, and hopes and views sublime. 
To her he came to die, and every day 
She took some portion of the dread away ; 
With him she pray'd, to him his Bible read, 
Sooth'd the faint heart, and held the aching head : 
She came with smiles the hour of pain to cheer ; 
Apart she sigh'd ; alone, she shed the tear ; 
Then, as if breaking from a cloud, she gave 
Fresh light, and gilt the prospect of the grave. 



SS tBi CHURCH. X.ltfUer%. 

One day he li^^ter seem'dy and they fQi|(ot 
The care, the diead, the aogiiiflh of tfadr lot ; 
They sppke with cheeif ofaiest, and seemed to ttibak, 
Yet said not so—' Perhaps he will not skik ;' 
A sndden brightness in his look appeared, 
A sndden vigour in his voice was heard ;— 
She had been reading in the Book of Pray er. 
And led him forth and plac'd him in his chair; 
Lively he seem'd, and spoke of all he knew, 
The friendly many, and the fevourite few ; 
Nor one that day did he to mmd recall, 
But she has treasured, and she loves them all ; 
When in her way she meets them, they appear 
Peculiar people^Death has made them dear« 
He nam'd his FHend, but then his hand she prest, 
And fondly whisper'd, << Thou must go to rest ;" 
' I go,' he said ; but as he spoke, she found 
His hand more cold, and fluttering was the sound ! 
Then gaz'd afirightenM ; but she caught a last, 
A dying look of love, — and all was past ! 

She placed a decent Stone his Grave above, 
Neatly engraved — an offering of her Love ; 
For that she wrought, for that forsook her bed, 
Awake alike to Duty and the Dead ; 
She would have grieVd, had F4ends presum'd to spare 
The least assistance — ^'twas her proper care. 

Here will she come, and on the Grave will at, 
Folding her arms, in long abstracted fit ; 
But if Observer pass, will take her round, 
And careless seem, for she would not be found ; 
Then go again, and thus her hour employ. 
While Visions please her, and while Woes destroy. 

Forbear, sweet Maid ! nor be by Fancy led, 
To hold mysterious converse with the Dead ; 
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For sure at length thy thoughts, thy spirits pain^ 
In this sad conflict will disturb thy brain; 
An have their tasks and trials ; tiiine are hard. 
But short the time, and glorious the reward ; , 
Thy patient spirit to thy duties give, 
Regard the Dead, but to the living, live*. 



* It bM b6M obierfed to me, that !■ the lint part of the itory 
I hate reproMated thb yoaag womaa as rmigueA and atteative lo 
her daticfl ; flrom which it dumld appear that the coacladlof 
adTke it aaaecMWry; bat if the reader will coattrac the expm* 
•ioB « to the U?iBff Ure,* iato the mmo— life entirely for theae, 
attend to datiM on^ which are real,, and not tboee impoeed by 
the imagination; I chall bare no need to alter the line whidb 
terminatee the etOT7« 



LETTER ni. 

THE VICAR— THE CURATE, &c. 
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Andtelliag me the lov'reipa'st thing on earth 
Was parmacity for an inward braiae. 

Shakipeare.— Henry IV. Act L 



So gentle, yet so brisk, so wond'rovs sweet. 
So fit to prattle at a lad>'sfeet. 

Charchill. 



Mach are the precious hours of Youth mispent. 
In climbing Learning's mgged, steep ascent : 
When to the top the bold Adf entnrer's got. 
He reigns vain Monarch of a barren spot ; 
While In the Vale of Ignorance below, 
Folly and Vice to rank Luxurtauce grow ; 
Honours and Wealth pour In on every side. 
And proud Preferment rolls her golden tide. 

Churchill. 



1) 



LETTER III. 



VICAR. 

The latdff departed Mmuier qf the Bmw^h.-rHU 
eoothing and suppUcatory Manners* — Hie cool and 
timid Affeetione. — No Pndee due to euch negoHDe 
Virtue, — Addreee to Characters (f this fcind.—- 7%« 
Vicar^s Employmetds, — His Ttdenis and moderate 
Ambitiem, — His Dislike qf Innovatum, — His mild 
but ineffectual Benevolence, — A Summary qfhis Cha- 
racter, 

CURATE, 

Mode <tf paying the Borough'Minister,'^The Curate has 
no such Resources, — His Learning and Poverty, — 
Erroneous Idea qf his Parent. — His FeeUngs as a 
Husband and Father, — The dut^ Regard qf his 
numerous Family, — His Pleasure as a Writer^ how 
interrupted, — No Resource in the Press, — Vulvar 
Insult, — His Account qf a Literary Sodetyy and a 
Fund for the ReUrf qf indigent Authors^ 8^c 



<»^^»«*«»#»#'^»#» 



M^HERB ends our Chancel in a vaulted space^ 
Sleep the departed Vicars of the place -, 
Of mosty all mention, memory, tiionght are past- 
But take a slight memorial of the last. 

To what fam'd College we our Vicar owe, 
To what fidr County, let Historians show : 
Few now remember when the mild young Man, 
Ruddy and fair, his Sunday-Task bc^ ; 
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Few tive to speak ef that soft foothing look 
He cast aroimd, as he prepar'd his Book ; 
It was a kind of 8iq>plicatiiig8miley 
Bat nothing hopeless of applaase, the while ; 
And when he ftush'd, his corrected pride 
Felt the desert, and yet the praise denied. 
Hins he his race began, and to the end 
His constant care was, no man to offend ; 
No haughty virtues stirr'd his peaceful mind. 
Nor urg'd the Priest to leave the Flock behind ; 
He was his Master's Soldier, but not one 
To lead an army of his JVfartyrs on : 
Tear was his ruling passion ; yet was Love, 
Of timid kind, once known his heart to move ', 
It led his patient Spirit where it paid 
Its languid offerings to a listening Maid ; 
She, with her widow'd Mother, heard him speak, 
And sought awhile to find what he would seek : 
SmiUng he came, he smil'd when he withdrew. 
And paid the same attention to the two ; 
Meeting and parting without joy or pain, 
He seem'd to come that he might go again. 
The wondering Girl, no prude, but something nice, 
At length was chilFd by his unmelting ice ; 
She found her tortoise held such sluggish pace. 
That she must turn and meet him in the chace : 
This not approving, she withdrew till one 
Came who appeared with livelier hope to run ; 
Who sought a readier way the heart to move, 
Than by faint dalliance of unfiling love. 
Accuse me not that I approving paint 
Impatient Hope or Love without restraint ; 
Or think the Passions, a tumultuous throng, 
Strong as they are, ungoveniably strong : 
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Bnt is the Laurel to the Soldier due, 
Who cautious comes not into Danger's view ? 
Whttt worth has Virtue by Desire untried. 
When Nature's self inlists on Duty's side? 

The married Dame in vain assail'd the truth 
And guarded bosom of the Hebrew-Youth; 
But with the Daughter of the Priest of On 
The love was lawful, and the guard was gone ; 
But Joseph's fame had lessen'd in our view, 
Had he, refiising, fled the Maiden too. 

Yet our good Priest to Joseph's praise aspir'd^ . 
As once rejecting what his heart desir'd; 
'^ I am escap'd," he said, when none pi t%a*d ; 
When none attack'd him, " I am unsubdu'd ;" 
^^ Oh pleasing pangs of Love," he sang again. 
Cold to the joy, and stranger to the pain. 
Ev'n in his age would he address the Young, 
" I too have felt these fires, and they are strong j" 
But from the time he left his favourite Maid, 
To ancient Females his devoirs were paid ; 
And still they miss him after Morning Prayer ; 
Nor yet Successor fills the Vicar*s chair^ 
Where kindred Spirits in his praise agree, 
A happy few, as mild and cool as he ; 
The easy followers in the Female Train, 
Led without Love, and Captives without Chain. 

Ye Lilies male ! think (as your Tea you sip, 
"While the Town Small-talk flows from lip to lip ; 
Intrigues half-gather'd. Conversation-scraps, 
Kitchen-cabals, and Nursery-mishaps,) 
If the vast World may not some scene produce, _ 
Some state where your small Talents might have use ; 
Within Seraglios you might harmless move, 
*Mid ranks of Beauty, and in haunts of Love ; 
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There from too daring Man the Treasures guard, 
An easy doty, apd its own reward ; 
Natore's soft snbttitntes you there might nve 
From Crime the Tyrant, and from Wrong the Slave. 

But let applause be dealt in all we may, 
Onr Priest was cheerfbl, and in season gay ; 
His frequent visits seldom failed to please ; 
Easy himself, he sought his Neighbour's ease : 
To a small Garden with delight he came, 
And gave successive Flowers a Summer's fame ; 
These he presented with a grace his own 
To }uB fair Friends, and made their beauties known, 
Not without moral compliment; how they 
^ like Flowers were sweet, and must like Flowers 
decay." 

Simple he was, and loVd the simple Truth, 
Yet had some useful Cunning, from his youth -, 
A Cunning never to Dishonour lent. 
And rather for Defence than Conquest meant ; 
'Twas fear of Power, with some desire to rise, 
But not enough to make him enemies ; 
He ever aim'd to please ; and to offend 
Was evqr cautious ; for he sought a Friend ; 
Yet for the Friendship never much would pay. 
Content to bow, be silent, and obey, 
And by a soothing sufferance find his way. 

Fiddling and Fishing were his arts : at times 
He altered Sermons, and he aimM at Rhymes ; 
And his fair Friends, not yet intent on Cards, 
Oft he amused with Riddles and Charades. 

Mild were his Doctrines, and not one Discourse 
But gain'd in softness what it lost in force : 
Kind his.Opinions ; he would not receive 
An in report, nor evil act believe ; 

D 3 / 
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^' If true, 'twas wrong ; but blemish great or small 
" Have all Maukiiid ; yea, Sinners are we all." 

If ever fretful Thought disturbed his breast, 
If aught of Gloom that cheerful mind opprest, 
It sprang from innovation ; it was then 
He spake of Mischief made by restless Men ; 
Not by new Doctripes : never in his life 
Would he attend to controversial Strife ; 
For Sects he car*d not ; " They are not of us, 
" Nor need we. Brethren, their concerns discuss 5 
'^ But 'tis the change, the Schism at home I feel ; 
'^ Ills few perceive, and none have skill to heal : 
" Not at the Altar our young Brethren read 
**'(Facing their Flock) the Decalogue and Creed ; 
** But at their Duty, in their Desks they stand, 
^ With naked Surplice, lacking Hood and Band^ 
" Churches are now of holy Song bereft, 
" And half our ancient Customs changed or left ; 
** Few Sprigs of Ivy are at Christmas seen, 
" Nor crimson Berry tips the Holly's green ; 
'^ Mistaken Choirs refuse the solemn Strain 
" Of ancient Sternhold, Which ^rom ours amain 
** Comes flying forth from Aile to Aile about 
** Sweet links of Harmony and long drawn out." 

These were to him Essentials ; all things new 
He deemM superfluous, useless, or untnie ; 
To all beside indifferent, easy, cold, 
Here the fire kindled, and the woe was told. 

Habit with him was all the test of Truth, 
" It must be right : I 've done it fVom my youth." 
Questions he answered in as a brief a way, 
** It must be wrong — it was of yesterday," 

Though mild Benevolence our Priest possess*d, 
Twas but by wishes or by words expressed ; 
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Circles in water, as they wider flow, 
The less conspicuous in their progress grow; 
And when at last they touch upon the shor^, 
Distinction ceases, and they 're viewed no more 
His Love, like that last Circle, all embrac'^. 
But with effect that never could be trac'd. 

Now rests our Vicar. They who knew him best, 
Proclaim his life f have been entirely rest ; 
Free from all Evils which disturb his Mind, 
Whom Studies vex and Controveraies blind. 

The Rich approved, — of them in awe he stood ; 
The Poor admired, — they all believM him good ; 
The Old and Serioos of his Habits spoke ; 
The Frank and Youthful lovM his pleasant Joke ; 
Mothers am>rov'd a safe contented Guest, 
And. Daughters one who back'd each small request; 
In him his Flock found nothing to condemn ; 
Him Sectaries lik'd, — ^he never troubled them ; 
No trifles faird his yielding Mind to please, 
And all his Passions sunk in early Ease ; 
Nor one so old has left this World of Sin, 
More like Ae Being that he enter*d in. 
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Ask you what Lands our Pastor tithes? — ^Alas! 
But few our Acres, and but short our Grass : 
In some fat Pastures of the Rich indeed. 
May roll the single Cow or favourite Steed ; 
Who, stable-fed, is here for Pleasure seen, 
His sleek sides bathing in the dewy green : 



92 THE CURATE. [LlM«r8. 

Bat thesei our hilly Heath and Common wide 

Yield a stigfat portion for the Parish-guide ; 

No Crops luzuriant in our borders stand. 

For liere we plough the Ocean, not the Land ; 

Still Reason wills that we our Pastor pay, 

And Custom does it on a certain day : 

Much is the duty, small the legal due. 

And this with grateful minds we keep in view; 

Each makes his offering, some by habit led, 

Some by the thought, that all men must be fed; 

Duty and Love, and Piety and Pride, 

Have each. their force, and for the Priest provide. 

Not thus our Curate, one whom all believe 
Pious and just, and for whose fate they ^grieve; 
All see him poor, but ev'n the Vulgar know 
He merits love, and their respect bestow. 
A jnan so leam'd you shall but seldom see. 
Nor one so honoured, so aggriev*d as he ; — 
Not griev'd by years alone ; though his appear 
Dark and more dark ; severer on severe : 
Not in his need, — and yet we all must grant. 
How painful 'tis for feeling Age to want : 
Nor in his Body's sufferings ; yet we know 
Where Time has ploughM, there Misery loves to sow • 
But in the wearied Mind, that all in vain 
Wars with Distress, and struggles with its pain. 

His Father saw his powers — ^^ I '11 give," quoth he, 
^* My First-bom learning ; 'twill a portion be :" 
Unluppy gift ! a portion for a Son! 
But ail he had : — ^he leam'd, and was undone ! 

Better, apprentic'd to an humble Trade, 
Had he theQassock for the Priesthood made. 
Or thrown the Shuttle, or the Saddle shap'd. 
And all these pangs of feeling souls escap'd. . 
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He once had Hope — Hope ardent, lively, light ; 
His Feelings pleasant, and his Prospects bright : 
Eager of fame, he read, he thought, he wrote, 
Weigh'd the Greek page, and added Note on Note ; 
At mom, at evening at his work was he. 
And dream'd what his Emijndes would be. 

Then Care began ; — he lov*d, he woo'd, he wed ; 
Hope cheered him still, and Hymen bless'd his bed'^ 
A Curate's bed! then came the woeful yenn ; 
*rhe Husband's terrors, and the Father's tears ; 
A Wife grown feeble, mourning, pining, vex'd. 
With wants and woes — by daily cares perplex'd \ 
No more a help, a smiling, soothing aid, 
But boding, drooping, sickly, and afraid. 

A kind Physician, and without a fee, 
Gave his opinion — ^** Send her to the Sea." 
' Alas !' the good Man answer'd, ' can I send 

* A friendless Woman ? Can I find a friend ? 
' No ; I must with her, in her need, repair 

* To that new place ; the Poor lie levery where ;— 

* Some Priest will pay nie for my pious Pains :'— 
He said, he came, and here he yet remains. 

Behold his'Dwelling; tliis poor Hut he hires, 
Where he from View, though not from Want, retires; 
Where four fair Daughters, and five sorrowing Sons, 
Partake his SufTeruigs, and dismiss his Duns ; 
All join their Efforts, and in patience learn 
To want the Comforts they aspire to earn ; 
FNor the sick Mother something they 'd obtain, 
To soothe her Grief and mitigate her Pain ; 
For the sad Father something they M procure, ' 
To ease the Burthen they themselves endure. 

Virtues like these at once delight, and press 
On the fond Father with a proud distress^ 
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On all around he looks with care and love, 
Griev'd to behold, bnt hiq>py to approve. 

Then from his care, his love, his grief he steals. 
And by himself an Author's pleasure feds ; 
Each line detains him ; he omits not one, 
And all the sorrows of his state are gone. — 
Alas! ev'n then, in that delicious hour. 
He feels his fortune, and laments its power. 

Some Tradesman's Bill his wandering eyes engage, 
Some Scrawl for Paymentthrust'twixt page and page ; 
Some bold, loud Rapping at his humble door, 
Some surly Message he has heard before, 
Awake, alarm, and tell him he is poor. 

An angry Dealer, vulgar, rich, and proud. 
Thinks of his Bill, and passing, raps aloud ; 
The elder Daughter meekly makes him way — 
*^ I want my money, and I cannot stay : 
^' My Mill is stopt -, what. Miss ! I cannot grind, 
*^ Go tell your Father he must raise the wind ;'* 
Still trembling, troubled, the dejected Maid 
Says, ' Sir ! my Father! — * and then stops afraid : 
Ev'n his hard heart is soften'd, and he hears 
Her voice mth pity ; he respects her tears ; 
His stubborn features half admit a smile, 
And his tone softens— << Well ! I '11 wait awhile." 

Pity I a Man so good, so mild, so meek. 
At such an age, should have his bread to seek ; 
And all those rude and fierce attacks to dread. 
That are more harrowing than the want of bread ; 
Ah ! who shall whisper to that Misery Peace ! 
And say that Want and Insolence shall cease ? 

^ But why not publish ^ — ^those who know too weH, 
Dealers in Greek, are fearful 'twill not sell ; 
Then he himself is timid, troubled, slow, 
J9or likes his labours nor his griefs to show ; 
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The hope of Fune may in his heart have place. 
But he has dread and horror of Diigrace ; 
Nor has he that confiding, easy ¥ray9 
That might his Learning and himself display ; 
Bnt to his Work he firom the World retreats. 
And frets and glories o'er the favoorite sheets. 

But see ! tbe Man himself; and sure I trace 
Signs of new joy exulting in that ^e 
O'er Care that sleeps— we err, or we discern 
life in thy looks — ^the reason may we learn ? 

" Yes," he replied, " I 'm hiq>py, I confess, 
" To learn that some are pleasM with h^piness 
^ Which others feel — there are who now combine 
'* The worthiest natures in the best design, 
<< To aid the lettered Poor, and soothe such ills as 

mine: 
^< We who more keenly feel the World's contempt, 
'^ And from its miseries are the least exempt; 
** Now Hope shall whisper to the wounded breast, 
'< And Grief, in soothing expectation, rest 

<< Yes, I am taught that Men who think, who feel, 
" Unite the Pains of tfaoughtfU Men to heal ; 
*^ Not mih disdainfiil Pride, whose boonties make 
'< The Needy curse the Benefits they take; 
<" Not witti the idle Vanity that knows. 
*' Only a selfish joy when it bestows ; 
« Not with o'erbearing Wealth, tiiat, in disdain, 
*' Hurls the superfluous bliss at groaning t'ain ; 
'^ But these are Men who 34eld snch blest-relief, 
'^ That with the grievance they destroy the grief; 
'^ Their timely aid the needy Sufferers find, 
*^ Their generous manner soothes the suffering Mind; 
'^ Theirs is a gracious bounty, form'd to raise 
^ Him whom it aids ; their Charity is pnuse ; 
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^' A common boonty may relieye distress, 

'^ But whom the Vulgar succomr, they oppress ; 

*^ This though a favour, is an honour too, 

" Though Mercy's duty, yet 'tis Merit's due ; 

*^ When our relief from such resources rise, 

** All painful sense of obligation dies ; 

*^ And grateful feelings in the bosom wake, 

<< For !tis their Offerings, not their Alms we take. 

<' Long may these founts of Charity remain, 
'^ And never shrink, but to be fill'd again ; 
" True ! to the Author they are now confin'd, 
*^ To him who gave the Treasure of his Mind, 
*' His Time, his Health, and thankless found Mankind : 
*' But there is hope that from these founts may flow 
<^ A side-way stream, and equal good bestow ; 
*^ Good that may reach us, whom the dajr's distress 
<^ Keeps from the fame and perils of the Press ; 
^^ Whom Study beckons from the Ills of Life, 
'^ And they from Study ; melancholy strife ! 
" Who then can say, but Bounty now so free, 
^' And so diffus'd, may find its way to me ? 

" Ves ! I may see my decent Table yet 
<< Cheer'd with the Meal that adds not to my Debt ; 
** May talk of those to whom so much we owe, 
<^ And guess their names whom yet we may not know^ 
*< Blest we shall say are those who tlius can give, 
<' And next who thus upon the bounty live ; 
^' Then shall I close with thanks my humble Meal,^ 
<( And feel so weU-^Oh! God! how I shsai feell" 
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LETTER IV. 
SECTS AND PROFESSIONS in RELIGION, 



— — — Bat cait jour eyec agalD, 

Aod view those error* which new Sects maintain. 

Or which of old disturbM the Churches^ peacef nl reisn : 

And we can point each period of the time 

When they began and who begat the crime ; 

Can calculate how long th' eclipse endarM; 

WholnterposM; what digits were obscnrM; 

Of all which are already past away. 

We knew the rise, the pregress, and decay. 

Dryden.~Hlnd and Panther, Part II. 



Oh! said the Hind, how many sons have yon 
"Who call yon mother, whom you never linew ? 
But most of them who that relation plead, 
Are sach nngradons youths as wish you dead ; 
They gape at rich revenues which you hold. 
And fain woald nibble at your grandame gold* 

Hind and Paotber. 
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SECTS and PROFESSIONS in RELIGION 

Are numerous and successive, — General Effect qf false 
Zetd, — Deists, — Fanatical Idea qf Church Rtformers, 
— The Church qfRome, — Baptists, — Swedenbc/rgians. 
— Universalists, — Jews, 

IHethodists qf two kinds ; CaHvinistic and Amunian, 

The Preaching qf a C(dvinistic Enthusiast, — His Con- 
tempt qf Learning* — Dislike to sound Morality : Why. 
-—His Idea q/* Conversion,^^His Success and Preten- 
stmts to Humility, 

The Arminian Teacher qf the older Flock, — Their No- 
tions qfthe Operations and Power qf Satau,'^Descrip' 
tUm qf his Devices, — Their Ophmn of regular 
Ministers, — Comparison qf these unth the Preacher 
himself, — A Rebuke to his Hearers; introduces a 
Description <f the powerful Effects qf the Word in the 
eai'ly and atmkening Days qf Methodism, 

'^ Sects in Religion?" — ^Yes, of every race 
We nurse some portion in our favoured place ; 
Not one warm Preacher of one growing Sect 
Can say our Borough treats him with neglect ; 
Frequent as fashions, they witii us appear, 
And you might ask, " how think we for the year?" 
They com^/Co us as Riders in a Trade, 
And with much art exhibit and persuade. 

Minds are for Sects of Tarious kinds decreed, 
As diff'rent Soils are fonn'd for different Seed j 
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Some when converted sigh in sore amaze. 

And some are wrapt in Joy's ecstatic bla%e ; 

Others again will change to each extreme. 

They know not why — as hurried in a dream ; 

Unstable they, like water, take all forms. 

Are quick and stagnant ; have their calms and storms } 

High on the hills, they in the sun-beams glow, 

Then muddily they move dcbasM and slow ; 

Or cold and fi*ozen rest, and neither rise nor flow. 

Vet none the cool and prudent Teacher prize. 
On him they doat who wakes their ectasies ; 
With Passions ready primM such Guide they meet, 
And warm and kindle with th' imparted heat ; 
Tis he who wakes the nameless strong desire, 
The melting rapture, and the glowing fire; 
'Tis he who pierces deep the tortqr'd breast. 
And stirs the terrors, never more to rest. 

Oppos'd to these we have a prouder kind, 
Rash without heat ! and without raptures blind i 
These our Glad Tidings unconcem'd peruse, 
Search without awe, and without fear refuse ; 
The Truths, the Blessings found in Sacred Writ, 
Call forth their spleen, and exercise their wit ; 
Respect from these nor Samts nor Martyrs gain, 
The Zeal they scorn, and they deride the Pain ; 
And take their transient, cool, contemptuous view, 
Of that which must be tried, and doubtless — may h$ 
true. 

Friends of our Faith we have, whom Doubts like 
these^ 
And keen Remarks, and bold Objections please ; 
They grant such Doubts have weaker Minds opprest, 
Till sound Conviction gave the Troubled rest. 

<< But still," they cry, << let none their censures spacQ, 
^ They but confirm the glorious hopes we share \ ^M 
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** From doubt, disdain, derision, scorn, and lies, 
*^ With five-fold triumph sacred Truth shall rise." 

Yes ! I allow, so Truth shall stand at last. 
And gain fresh glory by the conflict past :->- 
As Soltoay-MoM (a barren mass and cold. 
Death to the Seed and poison to thje Fold,) 
The smiling Plain and fertile Vale o'erlaid, 
Chok'd the green Sod, and killed the springing Blade; 
That, changed by Culture, may in time be seen, 
Enriched by golden Grain, and Pasture green ; 
And these fair Acres rented and enjoy'd. 
May those excel by SoJway-Moss destroy^*. 

Still must have moum'd the Tenant of the day, 
For Hopes destroyed, and Harvests swept away ; 
To him the gain of future years unknown. 
The instant grief and suffering were his own : 
So must I grieve for many a pounded heart, 
Chill'd by those Doubts which bolder minds impart : 
Truth In the end shall shine divinely clear. 
But sad the Darkness till those times appear ; 
Contests for 'Truth, as Wars for Freedom, yield 
Glory and Joy to those who gain the field : 
But still the-Christian must in pity sigh 
For all who suffer,, and uncertain die. 

Here are, who all the Church maintains approve, 
But yet the Church herself they will not love -, 
In angry speech, they blame the carnal tye, 
Wbich pure Religion lost her spirit by ? 
What time from prisons, flames, and tortures led, 
She slumbered careless in a Royal Bed ; 



* For an account of this extraordinary and interesting 
event, I refer my readers to the Journals of the year 1 97S. 
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To make, they add, the Churches' glory shine, 
Should Dwcletian reign, not Constantine. 

" In Pomp," they cry," is England's Church array'df 
^ Her cool Reformers wrought like men afraid, 
^ We would have puU'd her gorgeous Temples down^ 
^ And spum'd her Mitre, and defil'd her Gown ; 
^< We would have trodden low both Bench and Stall^ 
** Nor left a Tithe remaining, great or small." 

Let us be serious — Should such trials come. 
Are they themselves prepared for Martyrdom ? 
It seems to us that our Reformers knew 
Th' important work they undertook to do ; 
An equal Priesthood they were loth to try. 
Lest Zeal and Care should with Ambition die ; 
To them it seem'd that, take the Tenth away, 
Yet Priests must eat, and you must feed or pay : 
Would they indeed, who hold such pay in scorfi. 
Put on the Muzzle when they tread the Com ? 
Would they all, gratis, watch and tend the Fold, 
Nor take one Fleece to keep them from the cold ? 

Men are not equal, and 'tis meet and right 
That Robes and Titles our respect excite ; 
Order requires it ; 'tis by vulgar pride 
That such regard is censur'd and denied; 
Or by tliat false enthusiastic Zeal, 
That thinks the Spirit will the Priest reveal, 
And show to ail men, by their powerful speech, 
Who are appointed and inspir'd to teach : 
Alas I could we the dangerous rule believe, 
Whom for their Teacher should the Crowd receive ? 
Since all the varying kinds demand respect. 
All press yon on to join their chosen Sect^ 
Altliongh but in this single point agreed, 
** Desert your Churches and adopt our Creed.*' 

83 
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We know full well how much onr Forms offend 
The burthen'd Papist and the simple Friend; 
Him, who new Robes for every Service takes, 
And who in Drab and Beaver sighs and shakes j 
He on the Priest, whom Hood and Band adorn, 
Looks with the sleepy eye of silent scorn ; 
But him I would not for my Friend and Guide, 
Vf'ho views such tilings with spleen, or wears with pride. 

See next our several Sects, — but first behold 
The Church qf Rome, who here is poor and old : 
Use not triumphant rail'ry, or at least. 
Let not thy Mother be a whore and beast -, 
preat was her Pride indeed in ancient times. 
Yet shall we think of nothing but her Crimes ? 
Exalted high abov^ all earthly things, 
She plac'd her Foot upon the Neck of Kings ; 
But some have deeply since aveng'd the Crown, 
And thrown her Gloiy and her Honours dovm ; 
Nor Neck nor Ear can she of Kings command. 
Nor place a Foot upon her own fair Land. 

Among her Sous, with us a quiet few, 
Obscure themselves, her ancient State review ; 
And fond and melancholy glances cast 
On Power insulted, and on Triumph past : 
They look, they can but look, with many a sigh. 
On sacred Buildings doom'd in dust to lie ; 
<* On Seats," they tell, "where Priests 'mid Tapers dim 
" BreathM the warm Prayer, or tun'd the midnight 

Hymn; 
" Where trembling Penitents their Guilt confest, 
** Where Want had succour, and Contrition rest ; 
" There weary Men from Trouble found Relief, 
" There Men in Sorrow found Repose from Grief; 
<^ To scenes like these tiie fainting Soul retir'd ; 
** Revenge and Anger in these cells expir*d ; 
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^^ By Pity sooth'd, Remorse lost half her fears, 
'< And soflen'd Pride dropped penitential tears. 

*< Then Convent-Watts and Nunnery^pires arose, 
« In pleasant spots which Monk or Abbot chose ; 
'^ When Counts and Barons Saints devoted fed, 
<* And making cheap exchange, had Pra/r for Bread. 

^' Now all is lost, the Earth where Abbeys stood, 
^^ Is Layman's Land, the Glebe, the Stream, the 

Wood; 
^' His Oxen low where Monks retired to eat, 
^' His Cows repose upon the Prior's Seat ; 
" And wanton Doves within the Cloisters bill, 
" Where the chaste Votary warr'd with wanton Will." 

Such is the Change they mourn, but they restrain 
The rage of Grief, and passively complain. 

We 've Baptists old and new ; forbear to ask 
What the distinction — ^I decline the task; 
This I perceive, that when a Sect grows old, 
Converts are few, and the Converted cold i 
First comes the hot-bed Heat, and while it glows. 
The Plsints spring up, and each with vigour grows ; 
Then comes the cooler Day, and though awhile 
The Verdure prospers and the Blossoms smile. 
Yet poor the Fruit, and form'd by long delay. 
Nor will the Profits for the Culture pay ; 
The skilful Gardiner then no longer stops. 
But turns to other Beds for bearing Crops. 

Some Swedenborgians in our streets are found. 
Those wandering Walkers on enchanted Ground; 
Who in our World, can other Worlds survey, 
And speak with Spirits though confin'd in Clay : 
Of Bibie-Mysteries they the. keys possess, 
Assor'd themselves, where vdser Men but guess : 
'Tis theirs to see around, about, above, — 
How Spirits mingle thoughts, and Angels moves 
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Those whom our grosser views from us exclude, 
To them appear — a heavenly multitude j 
While -the dark Sayings, sealed to Men like lis, 
Their Priests interpret, and their Flocks discuss. 

But while these gifted Men, a favoured Fold, 
New Powers exhibit and new Worlds behold ; 
Is there not danger lest their Minds confound 
The Pure above them with the Gross around ? 
May not these Phaetons, who thus contrive 
'Twixt Heaven above and Earth beneath to drive, 
When from their flaming Chariots they descend, 
The Worlds they visit in their Fancies bl^id ? 
Alas ! too sure on both they bring disgrace. 
Their Earth is crazy, and their Heav'n is base. 

We have, it seems, who treat and doubtless well, 
Of a chastising, not awarding Hell ; 
Who are assured that an offended God 
Will cease to use the Thunder and the Rod ; 
A Soul ou Earth, by crime and folly stain'd. 
When here corrected has improvement gain'd; 
In other state still more improved to grow. 
And nobler Powers in happier World to know; 
New strength to use in each divine employ. 
And, more enjoying, looking to more Joy. 

A pleasing vision ! could we thus be sure 
Polluted Souls would be at length so pure; 
The view Is happy, we may think it just, 
It may be true — but who shall Add, it must ? 
To the plain Words and Sense of Sacred Writ, 
With all my heart I reverently submit ; 
But where it leaves me doubtful, I 'm afraid 
To call Conjecture to my Reason's aid ; - 
Thy Thoughts, thy Ways, great God ! are not as mine, 
And to thy M^^ I my $oul resign, 
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Jews are with ns, but far unlike to those. 
Who, led by Daxidy warr'd with IsraeVs Foes ; 
Unlike to those whom his imperial Son 
Taught Truths divine — the Preacher SoUmum : 
Nor War nor Wisdom jrield our Jews delight, 
They will not study, and they dare not fight*. 

These are, with us, a slavish, knavish Crew, 
Shame and dishonour to the name of Jew j 
The poorest Masters of the meanest Arts, 
With cunning Heads, and cold and cautions Hearts ; 
They grope their diity way to petty Gains, 
While poorly paid for their nefarious Pams. 

Amazing Race ! deprived of Land and Laws, 
A general Language, and a public Cause ; 
With a Religion none can now obey, 
With a Reproach that none can take away: 
A People still, whose conmion ties are gone ; 
Who, mix'd with every Race, are lost in none. 

What said their Prophet ? — <' Shouldst thou disobey^ 
'^ The Lord shall take thee from thy Land away ; 
^' Thou Shalt a bye-word and a proverb be, 
'^ And all shall wonder at thy woes and thee ; 
'^ Daughter and Son shalt thou, while captive, have, 
^' And see them made the Bond-maid and the Slave ; 
'< He, whom thou leav'st, the Lord thy Gm/, shall bring 
^ War to thy Country on an eagle-wing : 
*' A People strong and dreadful to behold, 
^^ Stem to the Young, remorseless to the Old ; 
/^ Masters whose speech thou canst not understand, 
^^ By cruel signs shall give the harsh command : 
^< Doubtful of Life shalt thou by night, by day, 
'^ For grief, and dread, and trouble pme away ; 

Q f Some may otgect to this anertion ; to wiwm I beg leare to 
tfhswer, that I do not vie the word ^IgM in the telue of the Jew 
Ifendonu 



46 REU0IOUS gECTS. [Letter 4« 

" Thy evening.wish,--Woald Qod I I saw the Son ; 
" Thy morning-^igh,— Would God ! the Day were done. 
<' Thus shalt thou suffer, and to distant times 
'* Regret thy Misery, and lament thy Crimes*." 

A part there are, whom doubtless Man might trust; 
Worthy as wealthy, pure, religious, just ; 
They who with patience, yet with rapture look 
On the strong Promise of the Sacred Book : 
As unfnlfiird th' endearing Words they view, 
And blind to Truth, yet own their Prophets true ; 
Well pleas'd they look for Sign's coming state, 
Nor think ofJulian*& boast and .Julian*^ fate f. 

More might I add ; I might describe the Flocks 
Made by Seceders from the ancient Stocks ; 
Those who will not to any Guide submit, 
Nor find one Creed to their Conceptions fit — 
Each Sect, they judge, in something goes astray, 
And every Church has lost the certain Way ; 
Then for themselves they carve out Creed and Laws, 
And weigh their Atoms, and divide their Straws. 

A Sect remains, which though divided long 
In hostile Parties, both are fierce and strong. 
And into each iulists a warm and zealous throng. 
Soon as they rose in fame, the strife arose, 
The Calvinistic these, th' Arminian those ; 
With W^eA7e«/?;omeremain'd,the remnant WHtfieULcho&e 
Now various Leaders both the Partfes take, 
And the divided Hosts their new Divisions make. 

See yonder Preacher ! to his People pass. 
Borne up and swell'd by Tabernacle-Gas ; 



* See the Book of Deateronomy, chapter zxvii» aod variovs 
other places. 

f W» boast, that he woald rebuild the Temple at Jenualev; 
hit fate (whatever becomes of the miraculoQs part of the 8toin« 
that he died before the foandation was laid* 
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Much he ducounes, and of varioiis points, 
All nncomiected, void of limbs and joints ; 
He rails, persoades, expt&ins, and moves the Will, 
By fierce bold Words, and strong mechanic Skill. 

^ That Cirospel, Paul ¥dth zeal and love maintained, 
'^ To others lost, to you is now explained ; 
'^ No worldly Learning can these points discuss, 
'^ Books teach them not as they are tanght to us \ 
*^ Illiterate call us ! let their wisest Man 
'< Draw forth his thousands as your Teacher can : 
^' They give their Moral Precepts ; so, they say, 
*' Did EpictetusoDicey and Semscm; 
*^ One was a Slave, and Slaves we all must be, 
^^ Until the Spirit comes and sets us free. 
*' Yet hear you nothing from such Man birt Works ; 
*^ They make the Christian Service like the Turks'. 

^' Hark to the Churchman : day by day he cries, 
'* ' Children of Men, be virtuous and be wise ; 
" Seek Patience, Justice, Temp'rance, Meekness, 

Truth; 
" In Age be courteous, be sedate in Youth.'— 
" So they advise, and when such things be read, 
'^ How can we wonder that their Flocks arc dead ? 

" The Heathens wrote of Virtue, they could dwell 
" On such light points : in them it might be well, 
*^ They might for Virtue strive ; but I maintain, 
" Our Strife for Virtue would be proud and vain. 
<< When Sanuon carried Gaza's gates so far, 
*^ Lack'd he a helping Hand to bear the bar ? 
*^ Thus the most virtuous must in bondage groan : 

^' Saauon is grace, and carries all alone*. 

— ^^ 

* Whoever has attended to the Books or Preachinf of these 
eathiiriastle People, most have observed much of this kind of 
absurd aad foolMi application of Seripture History; it tsems to 
them u feasoniof • 
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<^ Hear you not Priests their feeble spirits spend, 
'< In bidding Sinners turn to God, and mend ; 
'^ To check their Passions and to walk aright, 
" To run the Race, and fight the glorious Fight? 
" Nay more — to pray, to study, to improve, 
'^ To grow in goodness, to advance in love ? 

^' Oh ! Babes and Sucklings, dull of heart and slow, 
<< Can Grace be gradual ? Can Conversion grow ? 
^< The work is done by instantaneous call ; 
'^ Converts at once are made, or not at all ; 
^' Nothing is left to grow, reform, amend, 
*' The first emotion is the Movement's end : 
'^ If once forgiven, Debt can be no more ; 
" If once adopted, will the Heir be poor? 
^< The Man who gains the Twenty-thousand Prize, 
<< Does he by little and by little rise ? 
<< There can no Fortune for the Soul be made, 
^' By peddling cares and savings in her trade. 

" Why are oiir Sins forgiven ? — Priests reply, 
<* — ' Because by Faith on Mercy we rely ; 
" Because, believing, we repent and pray/— 
" Is this their Doctrine ? — then they go astray : 
" We 're pardoned neither for Belief hor Deed, 
" For Faith nor Practice, Principle nor Creed ; 
<* Nor for our Sorrow for. our former Sin, 
" Nor for our Fears when better Thoughts begin ; 
" Nor Prayers nor Penance in the cause avail, 
^^ Ail strong Remorse, all soft Contrition fail -, — 
^' It is the CaU ! till that proclaims us free, 
^< In Darkness, Doubt, and Bondage we must be ; 
^^ Till that assures us, we 've in vaiii endur'd, 
" And all is over when we 're once assured. 

" This is Conversion : — First there comes a Cry 
« Which utters, * Sinner, thou'rt condemn'd to die >' 
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" Then the struck Soul to every aid repairs, 
^ To Church and Altar, Ministers and Prayers ; 
<< In vain she strives, — ^involVd, ingnlph*d in Sin, 
'* She looks for Hell, and seems already in : 
^ When in this Travail, the New Birth comes on, 
^ And in an instant every Pang is gone ; 
« The mighty vrork is done without our pains, — 
^ Claim but a part, and not a part remains. 

« All this Experience tells the Soul, and yet 
'^ These moral Men their pence and farthings set 
*^ Against the terrors of the countless Debt : 
'^ But such Compounders when they come to Jail, 
'^ Will find that Virtues never serve as Bail. 

^ So much to Duties : now to Learning look, 
" And see their Priesthood piling Book on Book ; 
" Yea, Books of Infidels, we 're told, and Plays, 
*' Put out by Heathens in the wink'd-on days ; 
'^ The very Letters are of crooked kind, 
^ And show the strange perverseness of their Mind. 
^' Have I this Learning ? When the Lord would speak, 
^ Think ye he needs the Latin or the Greek P 
^ And lo ! with all their Learning, when they rise 
*' To preach, in view the ready Sermon lies ; 
'^ Some low-priz'd stufif they purchased at the Stalls, 
<' And more like Seneca's than Mine or Poai's : 
^' Children of Bondage, how should they explain 
*^ The Spirifs Freedom, v^hile they wear a Chain ? 
^ They study Words, for Meanings grow perplex'd, 
<< And slowly hunt for Truth from Text to Text, 
« Through Greek and Hebrew : — we the meaning seek 
^ Of &at vnthin, who every Tongue can speak : 
" This all can witness \ yet the more I know, 
" The more a meek and humble Mind I show. 
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'^ No ; let the Pope, the high and mighty Priest, 
'' Lord to the Poor, and Servant to the Beast; 
^* Let Bishops, Deans, and Prebendaries swell 
^' With Pride and Fatness till their Hearts rebd : 
^^ I'm meek and modest — Ifl could be proud, 
^< This crowded Meeting, lo ! th' amazing Crowd ! 
^^ Your mute Attention, and your meek Respect, 
" My Spirits Fervour, and my Word's Effect, 
*^ Might stir th' unguarded Soul ; and ofit to me 
'* The Temptier sfteaks, whom I compel to flee ; 
" He goes in fear, for he my force has tried,-'— 
'^ Such is my power ! but can you call it pride ? 

^< No, Fellow-Pilgrims ! of the things I Ve shown 
^' I might be proud, were they indeed my own ! 
^' Bnt they are lent y and well you know the Source 
^' Of all that's mine, and must confide of course; 
" Mine ! no, I err ; 'tis but consigned to me, 
*^ And I am nought but Steward and Trustee." 



Far other Doctrines yon Arminian speaks ; 
" Seek Grace," he cries, " for he shall find who seeks." 
This is the anci€S^ Stock by Wesley led ; 
They the pure Body, he the reverend Head : 
All Innovation they with dread decline. 
Their John the Elder, was the John Divine ? 
Hence, still their moving Prayer, the melting Hymn, 
The varied Accent, and the active Limb ; 
Hence that implicit faith in Satan*s Might, 
And their own matchless Prowess in the fight. 
In every act they see that lurking Foe, 
Let loose awhile, about the World to go ; 
A Dragon flying round the Earth, to kill 
The heavenly hope, and prompt tiie carnal will ; 
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Whom sainted Knights attack in Sinners' caose^ 
And force the wounded Victim from his Paws ; 
Who but for them would Man's whole Race snbdne^ 
For not a Hireling will the Foe pursue. 

'^ Show me one Churchman who will rise and pray 
<< Through half the night, though lab*ring aU the day, 
'^ Always abounding — show me him, I say :"— 
Thus cries the Preacher, and he adds, << their Sheep 
^ Satan devours at leisure as they sleep. 
'' Not so with us ; we drive him from the Fold^ 
'' For ever barking and for ever bold : 
^ While they securely slumber, all his schemes 
<< TidLe full effect, — the Devil never dreams : 
^ Watchful and changeful through the World he goes^ 
'< And few can trace this deadliest of their Foes ; 
'* But I detect, and at his work surprise, 
^ The subtle Serpent under all disguise. 

'< Thus to Man's Soul, the Foe of Souls will speak, 
" — ^ A Saint elect, you can have nought to seek ; 
*' Why all this labour in so plain a case, 
^ Such care to run, when certain of the race ^ 
" All this he urges to the carnal will, 
'' He knows you're slothful, and would have you still : 
<< Be this your answer, — ^ Satan, I will keep 
^ Still on the watch till you are laid asleep.' 
''"^us too the Christian's progress he'll retard : — 
" * The Gates of Mercy are for ever barr'd ; 
'^ And that with Bolts so driven and so stout^ 
'' Ten thousand Workmen cannot wrench them out' 
^ To this deceit you have but one reply, — 
<< Give to the Father of all lies, the lie. 

^ A Sister'tf weakness he'll by fits surprise, 
'' His her wild laughter, his her piteous cries ; 
'^ And should a Pastor at her side attend, 
<' He'll use her organs to abuse her Friend : 
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'* These are Possessions — ODbelieYuig Wits 
'^ Impute tbem all to Nature : < They 're her Fits, 
<' Caus'd by commotioiis in the Nerves and Brains;' — 
<< Vain Talk ! but they 'U be fitted for their pains. 

<< These are in part the Ills the Foe has wrought, 
<< And these the Churchman thinks not worth his 

thought ; 
'^ They bid the Troubled try for peace and rest, 
^ Compose their Minds, and be no more distressed ; 
'^ As well might they command the passive Shore 
" To keep secure, and be o'erflow'd no more ; 
^ To the wrong subject is their skill applied, — 
'< To act like Workmen, they should stem the Tide. 

^< These are the Church-Physicians ; they are paid 
^^ With noble fees for their advice and aid ; 
^^ Yet know they not the inward pulse to feel, 
^ To ease the anguish, or the wound to heal. 
^' With the sick Sinner, thus their work begins, 
" * Do you repent you of your former Sins ? 
" Will you amend if you revive and live ? 
'^ And, pardon seeking, will you pardon give ? 
" Have you belief in what your Lord has done, 
" And are you thankful ? — all is well, my son.' 

" A way far different ours — we thus surprise 
^^ A Soul with questions, and demand replies : 

" * How dropped you first,' I ask, * the legal Yoke ? 
" What the first word the living Witness spoke? 
'< Perceiv'd you Thunders roar and Lightnings shine, 
^' And Tempests gathering ere the Birth divine? 
^< Did Fire, and Storm, and Earthquake all appear 
<< Before that still small voice. What dost thou here? 
<< Hast thou by day and night, and soon and late, 
'' Waited and watch'd before Admission-Gate ; 
<< And so a Pilgrim and a Soldier pass'd 
« To Sum's Hill through battle and through blast? 
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'* Then in tliy way didst thou tliy Foe attiek, 
'' And mad'st tlioa proud ApoUycm tarn his back ? 

^ Heart-searching things are these, and shake the 
Mind, 
^ Yea, like tlie mstluig of a mighty Wmd. 

'< Thus would I ask : — ' Nay, let me question now, 
** How sink my Sayings in your Bosoms P how ? 
. ^ Feel you a quickening ? drops the subject deep ? 
'^ Stnpid and stony, no ! you 're all asleep ; 
'' listless and lazy, waiting for a close, 
'^ As if at Church — ^Do I allow repose ? 
*' Am I a Legal Minister ? do I 
'* ^th Form or Kubrick, Rule or Rite comply? 
<' Then whence this quiet, tell me, I beseech ? 
^' One miglit believe you heard your Rector preach, 
'' Or his assistant Dreamer : — Oh ! return, 
'< Ye times of burning, when the Heart would bum ; 
'< Now Hearts are Ice, and you, my freezing Fold, 
'' Have Spirits sunk and sad, and Bosoms stony-cold/ 

^ Oh ! now again for those preyailing Powers, 
'' Which once began this mighty work of ours ; 
** When the wide field, God's Temple, was the place, 
'' And Birds flew by to catch a breath of Grace ; 
^' When 'mid his timid Friends and threatening Foes, 
** Our zealous Chief as Paul at Athena rose : 
^ When with infernal spite and knotty clubs 
** The m-One arm'd his Scoundrels and his Scrubs -, 
** And there were flying all around the spot 
^ Brands at the Preacher, but t&ey touch'd him not ; 
^ Stakes brought to smite him, threaten^ in his cause, 
"^ And Tongues, attun'd to curses, roared applause -, 
^ Louder and louder grew his awful tones, 
^ Sobbing and vighs we|^ heard, and mefDl groans -, 
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^ Soft Women fainted, prouder Man expiess'd 
<< Wonder and woe, and Botchers smote the breast; 
^ Eyes wept, Ears tinned ; stiffening on each Head, 
^ The Hair drew back, and Sai4m howl'd and fled. 

^ In that soft Season when the gentle Breeze 
'' Rises all roond, and sweUs by slow degrees ; 
** Till Tempests gather, when through all the Sky 
^' The Thunders rattle, and the lightnings fly ; 
^ When Rain in torrents Wood and Vale deform, 
'^ And alt is Horror, Hurricane, and Storm : 

^' So, when the Preacher in that glorious time, 
^ Than Clouds more melting, more than Storm sublime, 
^^ Dropped the new Word, there came a charm around ; 
'^ Tremors and terrors rose upon the sound ; 
'' The stubborn Spirits by his force he broke, 
^ As the fork'd Lightning rives the knotted Oak : 
^' Fear, Hope, Dismay, all signs of Shame.or Grace, 
" Chain'd every Foot, or featured every Face ; 
^ Then took his sacred Trump a louder swell, 
'* And now they groan'd, they sicken'd, and they fell; 
'^ Again he sounded, and we heard the cry 
" Of the Word-wounded, as about to die; 
<< Further and further spread the conquering Word, 
" As loud he cried— < the Battle of the L&rd.* 
^' Ev'n those apart who were the Sound denied, 
" Fell down instinctive, and in Spirit died. 
" Nor staid he yet— his Eye, his Frown, his Speech, 
" His very Gesture had a power to teach; 
" With out-stretch'd Arms, strong Voice and piercing 

Call, 
« He won the field, and made the Dagons fall ; 
" And thus in triumph took his glorious vray, 
« Through scenes of horror, terror, and dismay.*' 
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ELECTIONS. 



I»#l<>#^l#<»^# ^ 



Say then which class to ^eater foll)f stoop. 
The g^eat in promise, or the poor in hope ? 



Be brave, for your Leader is brave, and vows Hefonoatioa ; 
there shall be in England seven halfpenny loaves sold for a 
penny ; and the three-hooped pot shall have ten hoops. I will 
make it felony to drink amalNbeer : all shall eat and drink on 
my score, and I will apparel them all in one livery, that they 
may agree like brothers; and they shall all worship me as their 
Lord. 

Shakspeare*8 Henry Vl. 
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THE ELECTION. 



The Evils qfthe Contest, and how im pari to be aemded^ 
•^The Miseries endured by a Frieml qfthe CassdiUte, 
— The various Liberties taken with Ami, who has m 
personal Interest in the Success, — The umreaamwbU 
Expectations qf Voters, — The Censures qf the opposing 
Party, — The Vices as well as Follies shown in sadi 
time qf Contest. — Plans and Cunning qf Electors,^ 
EvUs which remain qfler the Decision, opposed in vain 
by the Efforts qfthe Friendly : and qf the Sucees^; 
among whom is the Mayor. — Story qfhis Adioaneement 
till he was raised to the Government qfthe Borough.—' 
These Evils not to be^ placed in balance with the 
Liberty qf the People, but are yet Sulijects qf just 
Complaint. 



Yes, our Election's past, and we've been free, 
Somewhat as Madmen without Keepers be ; 
And such.de8ire of Freedom has been shown, 
That both the Parties wish'd her all their own : 
All our free Smiths and Cobblers in the Town, 
Were loth to lay such pleasant Freedom chown f 
To put the Bludgeon and Cockade aside, 
And let us pass unhurt and undefied. 

True ! you might then your Party's Sign product;- 
And so escape with only half th' abuse ; 
With half the danger as you walk'd along 
With rage and threatening but from half the throng i 
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This you might do, and not your Fortune mend. 
For where you lost a Foe, you gain'd a Friend ; 
And to distress you, vex you, and expose, 
Election-Friends are worse than any Foes ; 
The Party-Curse is with the Canvass past, 
But Party-Friendship, for your grief, will last 

Friends of ail kinds, the Civil and the Rude, 
Mlio humbly wish, or boldly dare f intrude -, 
These beg or take a liberty to come, 
(Friends should be free,) and make your House their 

home; 
They know that warmly you their Cause espouse, 
And come to make their boastings and their bows : 
You scorn their manners, you their words mistrust. 
But you must hear them, and they know you must. 

One plainly sees a Friendship firm and true, 
Between the noble Candidate and you ; 
So humbly begs (and states at large the Case), 
'' You'U think of BMy and the litUe Place." 

Stifling his shame by drink, a wretch will come, 
And prate your Wife and Daughter fVom the room : 
In pain you hear him, and at heart despise. 
Yet with heroic mind your pangs disguise ; 
And still in patience to the Sot attend. 
To show what man can bear to serve a Friend. 

One enters hungry — ^not to be denied, 
And takes his place and jokes — *^ We 're of a Side." 
Yet worse, the Proser who, upon the strength 
Of his one Vote, has Tales of three hours' length ; 
This sorry Rogue you bear, yet vrith surprise 
Start at his Oaths, and sicken at his lies. 

Then comes there one, and tells in friendly way, 
What the Opponents in their anger say ; 
All that through life has vex'd you, all Abuse, 
Will this kind Friend m pure regard produce \ 
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And .having tliroogli your own Offences mn, 
Adck (as appendage) what your Friends have done. 

Has any female Coonn made a Trip 
To Gretna-Green, or more vexations slip ? 
Has yoor Wife's Brother, or your Uncle's Son 
Done aught amiss, or is he thought t* have done ? 
Is there all of your Kindred some who lack 
Vision direct, or have a gibbous Back ? 
From your unlncky Name may Quips and Pnns 
Be made by these upbraiding Goths and Huns ? 
To some great public Character have you 
Assign'd the fame to Worth and Talents due, 
Proud of your Praise ? — ^In this, in any case, 
Where the Brute-Spirit may affix disgrace. 
These Friends will smiling bring it, and the while 
You silent sit, and practise for a smile. 

Vain of their power, and of their value sure, 
They nearly guess the tortures you endure ; 
Nor spare one pang — for they perceive your Heart 
Goes with the Cause ; you 'd die before you 'd start ; 
Do what tiiey may, they 're sure you'll not offend 
Men who have pledg'd their Honours to your Friend. 

Those Friends indeed, who start as in a Race, 
May love the sport, and laugh at this disgrace ; 
They have in view the Glory and the Prize, 
Nor heed the dirty steps by which they rise : 
But we their poor Associates lose the Fame, 
Though more than Partners in the Toil and Shame. 

Were this the whole : and did the time produce 
But Shame and Toil, but Riot and Abuse ; 
We might be then from serious Griefs exempt, 
And view the whole with Pity and Contempt. 
Alas ! but here the vilest passions rule ; 
It is Seduction's, is Temptation's School ; 
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Where Vices mingle in the oddest ways, 
The grossest Slander and the dirtiest Praise ; 
Flattery enough to make the vainest sick. 
And clomsy Stratagem, and scoundrel Trick : 
Nay more, your Anger and Contempt to cause, 
These, while they fish for Profit, claim AppUiuse ; 
Brib'd, bought and bound, they banish Shame and Fear ; 
Tell you they 're staunch, and have a Soul sincere ; 
Then talk of Honour, and if doubt's express'd. 
Show where it lies, and smite upon the Breast. 

Among these Worthies, some at first declare 
For whom they Tote : he then has most to spare; 
Others hang ofif— when coming to the Post 
Is spurring Tune, and then he'll spare the most : 
While some demurring, wait, and find at last 
The Bidding languish, and the Market past; 
These will affect all Bribery to condemn. 
And be it Satan laughs, he laughs at them. 

Some too are pious — One desir'd the Lord 
To teach him where '^ to drop his little word ; 
^ To lend his Vote, where it will profit best ; 
<< Promotion came not from the East or West ; 
'' But as their Freedom had promoted some, 
^ He should be glad to know which way 'twould come. 
'' It was a naughty World, and where to sell 
^' His precious Charge, was more than he could tell." 

< But you succeeded ?' — true, at mighty Cost, 
And our good Friend, I fear, will think he's lost : 
Inns, Horses, Chaises, Dinners, Balls and Notes ; 
What fill'd their purses, and what drench'd their throats ; 
The private Pension, and indulgent Lease^ — 
Have all been granted to these Friends who fieece ; 
Friends who will hang like Burrs upon his Coat^ 
And boundless judge the value of a Vote. 
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And though the Terrors of the Time be past^ 
There Btill remain the Scatterings of the Blast ; 
The Boughs are parted that entwin'd before, 
And ancient Harmony exists no more ; 
The gnsts of Wrath our peaceful Seats deform, 
And sadly flows the sighing of the Storm : 
Those who have gain'd are sorry for the Gloom, 
But they who lost, unwilling Peace should come; 
There open Envy, here suppressed Delight, 
Yet live till Time shall better Thoughts excite, 
And so prepare us by a six-years* Truce, 
Again for Riot, Insult, and Abuse. 

Our worthy Mayor, on the victorious part, 
Cries out for Peace, and cries vrith all his heart ; 
He, civil Creature ! ever does his best. 
To banish Wrath from every Voter's breast ; 
<< For where," says he, with reason strong and plain, 
" Where is the Profit? what will Anger gain?" 
His short stout Person he is wont to brace 
In good brown Broad-Cloth, edg'd with two-inch Lace, 
When in his Seat ; and still the Coat seems new, 
Preserved by common use of Seaman's blue. 

He was a Fisher from his earliest day. 
And plac'd his Nets vrithin the Borough's Bay ; 
Where by his Skates, his Herrings, and his Soles, 
He liv'd, nor dream'd of CorparaHoiuDoles*; 



* I am informed that some explanation Is here necessary, 
though I am ignorant for what class of my readers it can be 
required. Some corporate bodies have actual property, as 
appears by their receiving rents; and they obtain money on the 
admission of members into their society : this they may lawfully 
share perhaps. There are, moreover, other doles, of still greater 
Talue^ of which it is not necessary for me to explain the naturs 
or to Inquire into the lq;aUty. 
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But toilipg sav'd, and saving, never ceas'd 

TUl he had bot'd np Twelve Score Ponnds at least: 

He knew not Money's power, but jndg'd it best 

Safe in his Tnink to let his Treasure rest ; 

Yet to a Friend complain'd : *' Sad charge, to keep 

'^ So many Pounds, and then I cannot sleep '** 

< Then put it out,' replied the Friend :^<< What, give 

*' My Money up ? why then I could not live :'* 

' Nay, but for Interest place it in his handjs, 

' Who '11 give you Mortgage on his House or Lands i' 

<< Oh but," said Daniel, << that 's a dangerous plan, 

^ He may be robb'd like any other Man f 

*• Still he is bound, and you may be at rest, 

■*■ More safe the Money than within your Chest ; 

*■ And you'll receive, from all deductions clear, 

* Five Pounds for every Hundred, every Year/ 

<< What good in that ?" quoth Daniel, « for 'tis plam, 

'< If part I take, there can but part remain :" 

*■ What! you, my Friend, so skill'd in gainful things, 

*■ Have you to learn what Interest Money brings ? 

" Not so," said Daniel, " perfectly I know, 

^ He's the most Interest who has most to show/' 

' True ! and he'll show the more, the more he lends j 

*■ Thus he his weight and consequence extends -, 

* For they who borrow must restore each sum, 

' And pay for use — What, Daniel, art thou dumb?* 
For much amasfd was that good Man — << Indeed !" 
Said he with glad'ning eye, '* will Money breed? 
'' How have I liv'd ? I grieve, with all my heart, 
^ For my late Knowledge in this precious Art :— - 
^ Five Pounds for every Hundred will he give ? 

*' And then the Hundred ? 1 begin to live/'— 

So he began, and other means he fonnd^ 
As he went on, to multiply a Pound : 

G 
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Thoagli blind so long to Interest, all allow 
Thai no l^Ian better understands it now : 
Him in our Body-Corporate we chose 
And once among ns, he above us rose ; 
Stepping from post to post, he reached the Chair, 
And there he now reposes — ^that's the Mayor. 

But 'tis not he, 'tis not the Icinder few. 
The Mild, the Good, who can our Peace renew ; 
A peevish humour swells in every Eye, 
The Warm are angry, and the Cool are shy -, 
There is no more the social Board at Whist, 
The good old Partners are with scorn dismissed ; 
No more with Dog and Lantern comes the Maid, 
To guide the Mistress when the Rubber's play'd ; 
Sad shifts are made lest Ribbons blue and green 
Should at due Table, at one time be seen : 
On Care and Merit none will now rely, 
'Tis Party sells, what Party-Friends must buy ; 
The warmest Burgess wears a Bodger^s Coat, 
And Fashion gains less Infrest than a Vote ; 
Unchecked the Vintner still his Poison vends. 
For he too votes, and can command his Friends. 

But this admitted ; be it still agreed, 
These 111 Effects from noble Cause proceed ; 
Though like some vile Excrescences they be, 
The Tree they spring from is a sacred Tree, 
And its true produce, Strength and liberty. 

Yet if we could th' attendant Ills suppress. 
If we could make the sum of Mischief less ; 
If we could warm and angry Men persuade, 
No more Man's common Comforts to invade ; 
And that old Ease and Harmony re-seat, 
In all our Meetings, so in Joy to meet ; 
Much would of Glory to the Muse ensue, 
And our good Vicar would have less to do. 
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PROFESSIONS- LAW. 



Quid Leget tine moribni 
YftWB proficiuBt ? 

Horace. 



Vm ! mistro mihi, mea nunc facinon 
ilpperiutHr, clam qua speraTi fore. 

Manllius. 



4S^«^N#^«<#^^ 
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PROFESSIONS^LA W. 

Trades and Pnifemotu qf every kind to be found in the 
Bonmgh,-^It» Seamen and Soldiers. — Law, the Dan- 
ger qfthe Sulject, — Coddrington^s Offence, — Attomies 
increased ; their splendid Appearance, how supported,-^ 
Some worthy Exceptions. — Spirit (if Litigation, how 
stirred up, — A Boy articled as a Clerk ; his Ideas, — 
How this Prt^essUm perverts the Judgment,~^Aetions 
appear through this medium in a false light, — Success 
from honest Application, — Archer a worthy Character, 
SwaUow a Character (^ different kind, — His Origin, 
Progress, and Success, 8fc, 

*"* Xrades and Professions" — these are Themes the 

Muse, 
Left to her freedom would forbear to choose ; 
But to our Borough they in truth belong, 
And we, perforce, must take them in our Song. 
Be it then known that we qin boast of these 
In all Denominations, Ranks, Degrees ; 
All who our numerous Wants through life supply, 
Who soothe us sick, attend us when we die, 
Or for the Dead their various talents try. 
Then have we those who live by secret arts. 
By hunting Fortunes, and by stealing Hearts -, 
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Or who by nobler means themselves advance ; 
Or who subsist by Charity and Chance. 

Say, of onr native Heroes shall I boast, 
Bom in our. Streets, to thunder on our Coast, 
Our Borough-Seamen ? Could the timid Muse 
More Patriot-Ardour in their breasts infuse ; 
Or could she paint their Merit or their Skill, 
She wants not Love, Alacrity, or Will ; 
But needless all, that Ardour is their own. 
And for their Deeds, themselves have made them 
known. 

Soldiers in Arms ! Defenders of our Soil ! 
Who from Destruction save us ; who from Spoil 
Protect the Sons of Peace, who traffic, or who toil ; 
Would I could duly praise you ; that each Deed 
Your Foes might honour, and your Friends might read : 
This too is needless ; you've imprinted well 
Your Powers, and told what I should feebly tell : 
Beside, a Muse like mine, to Satire prone, 
Would fail in Themes where there is Praise alon^. 
— Law shall I sing, or what to Law belongs? 
Alas ! there may be danger in such songs ; 
A foolish Rhyme, 'tis said, a trifling thing. 
The Law found Treason, for it touched the King. 
But Rings have Mercy, in these happy Times, 
Or surely One had suffer'd.for his Rhymes ; 
Our glorious Edttards and our Henrys bold. 
So touch'd, had kept the Reprobate in hold ; 
But he escap'd, — ^nor fear, thank Heav'n, have I, 
Whq love my King, for such offence to die. 
But I am taught the Danger would be much, 
If these poor Lines should one Attorney touch — 
(One of those Limbs of Law who 're always here ; 
The Heads come down to guide them twice a Year.) 

g3 
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I .mif^t not swing ind^M, bat he in sport 
Would whip a Rhymer on from Court to Court ; 
Stop him in each, and make him pay for all 
The long Proceedings in that dreaded HaU : — 
Then let my Nombers flow discreetly on, 
Wam'd by the fate of Inckless Coddrmgpm*, 
Lest some Attorney (pardon me the name) 
Should wound a poor SoUeitor for Fame. 

One Man of Law in George the Seomd's reign , 
Was all our frugal Fathers would maintain ; 
He too was kept for Forms ; a Man of Peace, 
To frame a Contract, or to draw a Lease : 
He had a Clerk, with whom he us'd to write 
All the Day long, with whom he drank at Night ; 
Spare was his Visage, moderate his Bill, 
And he so kind. Men doubted of his Skill. 

Who thinks of thb, with some amazement sees. 
For one so poor, three flourishing at easej 
Nay, one in splendour ! — see that Mansion tall. 
That lofty Door, the far-resounding Hall ; 
WeO-fumishM Rooms, Plate shining on the Boatrd, 
Cray liveried Lads, and Cellar proudly stor*d : 
Then say how comes it that such Fortunes crown 
These Sons of Strife, these Terrors of the Town ? 

Lo! that small Office! there th' incautious Guest 
Goes blindfold in, and that maintains the rest ; 
There in his Web, th' observant Spider lies. 
And peers about for fat intruding Flies ; 
Doubtful at first, he hears the distant Hum, 
And feels them fluttering as they nearer come ; 
They buz and blink, and doubtfully they tread 
On the strong Bird-lime of the utmost thread ; 

* The account of Coddringtan ocean in ** The Mirrcur/^f 
MofittraUi i**lie suffered in the rei^ of Ricfmrtl Ul* 
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Bat when they 're once entangled by the Qin^ 
With what an eager clasp he draws them in ; 
Nor shidl they 'scape, till after long delay, ' 
And all that sweetens Life is drawn away. 

'' Nay, thb/' you cry, << is common-place, the tale 
*^ Of petty Tradesmen o'er their Evening- Ale ; 
<< There are who, Hving by the legal Pen, 
** Are held in honour, — * honourable Men.' " 

Doubtless — there are who hold manorial ConrtSi 
Or whom the trust of powerful Friends supports ; 
Or who, by labouring through a length of time. 
Have pick'd their way, unsullied by a crime. 
These are the few — ^in this, in every place, 
Fix the litigious rupture-stirring Race ; 
Who to Contention as to Trade are led, 
To whom Dispute and Strife are Bliss and Breads 

There is a doubtful Pauper, and we think 
^is not with us to give him Meat and Drink ; 
There is a Child, and 'tis not mighty clear 
M^ether the Mother liv'd with us a Year : 
A Road 's indicted, and our Seniors doubt 
If in our proper Boundary or ^without; 
But what says our Attorney? He our Friend 
Tells us 'tis just and manly to contend* 

<' What ! to a neighbouring Parish yield your Cause ? 
f While you have Money, and the Nation Laws? 
<^ What ! lose without a Trial, that which tried, 
" May — ^nay it must — ^be given on our side ? 
^ All Men of Spirit would contend ; such Men 
*' Than |ose a Pound would rather hazard ten ; 
*^ What, be impos'd on ? no I a British Soul 
^' Pespises Imposition, hates Controul ; 
** The Law is open ; let them, if they dare, 
^ Support their cause ; the Borough need not spare : 
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*^ All I advise is vigour and good-will : 
" Is it agreed then ?— Shall I file a Bill r 

The Trader, Grazier, Merchant, Priest and all, 
Whose Sons aspiring, io Professions call, 
Choose from their Lads some bold and subtle Boy, 
And judge him fitted for this grave employ : 
Him a keen old Practitioner admits, 
To write five Years and exercise his Wits : 
The Youth has heard — it is in fact his Creed, 
Mankind dispute, that Lawyers may be fee'd : 
Jails, Bailifis, Writs, all terms and threats of Law, 
Grow now familiar as once Top and Taw ; 
Rage, Hatred, Fear, the Mind's severer ills. 
All bring Employment, all augment his Bills : 
As feels the Surgeon for the mangled Limb, 
The mangled Mind is but a Job for him ; 
Thus taught to think, these legal Reasoners draw 
Morals and Maxims from tlieir views of ^Law ; 
They cease to judge by Precepts taught in Schools, 
By Man's plain Sense, or by religious Rules ; 
No ! nor by Law itself, in Truth discem'd, 
But as its Statutes may be warp'd and tum'd ; 
How they should judge of Man ; his Word and Deed^ 
They in their Books and not their Bosomjs read : 
Of some good Act you speak with just appllause, 
** No ! no !" says he, " 'twould be a losing Cause :" 
Blame you some Tyrant's Deed ? — he answers, " Nay, 
" He '11 get a Verdict ; heed you what you say." 
Thus to Conclusions from Examples led. 
The Heart resigns all Judgment to the Head ; 
Law, Law alone for ever kept in view, 
His Measures guides, and rules his Conscience too j 
Of Ten Commandments, he confesses three 
Are yet in force, and tells you which they be. 
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As Law instrucfs him, thus : " Your Neighbour*! Wife 
** You must not take, his Chattels, nor liis life ; 
*^ Break these Decrees, for Damage you must pay ; 
" These you must reverence, and the rest— you may,** 

L4W was design'd to keep a State in peace ; 
To punish Robhery, that Wrong might cease ; 
To be impregnable ; a constant Fort, 
To which the Weak and Injur'd might resort t 
But these perverted Minds its force employ, 
Not to protect Mankind, but to annoy ; 
And long as Ammunition can be found. 
Its Lightning flashes and its Thunders sound. 

Or Law with Lawyers is an ample Still, 
Wrought by the Passions' heat with Chymic Skill ( 
While the Fire bums, the Gains are quickly made^ 
And freely flow the Profits of the Trade ; 
Nay, when the fierceness iails, these Artists blow 
The dying Fire, and make the Embers glow, 
As long as they can make the smaller Profits.flow ; 
At length the Process of itself will stop, 
When they perceive they 've drawn out ev^ry drop* 

Yet I repeat, there are, who nobly strive 
To keep the sense of Moral Worth alive ; 
Men who would starve, ere meanly deign to live 
On what Deception and Chican'ry give ; 
And these at length succeed ; they have their Strife, 
Their Apprehensions, Stops, and Rubs in Life ; 
But Honour, Application, Care, and Skill, 
Shall bend opposing Fortune to their Will. 

Of such is Archer, he who keeps in awe 
Contending Parties by his threats of Law ; 
He, roughly honest, has been long a Guide 
In Borough-Business, on the conquering sidej 
And seen so much of both Sides, and so long, 
He thinks the bias of Man's Mind goes wrong; 
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Thus, tliongh he's friendly, he is still severe, 
Surly though kind, suspiciously sincere : 
So much he's seen of Baseness in the Mind, 
That, while a Friend to Man, he scorns Mankind ; 
He knows the human Heart, and sees with dread, 
By slight temptation, how the Strong are led ; 
He knows how Interest can asunder rend 
The Bond of Parent, Master, Guardian, Friend, 
To form a new. and a degrading tie 
'Twixt needy Vice and tempting Villamy. 
Sound in himself, yet when such Flaws appear, 
He doubts of all, and learns that Self to fear : 
For where so dark the Moral View is grown^ 
A timid Conscience trembles for her own ; 
The pitchy-taint of general Vice is such 
As daubs the Fancy, and you dread the touch. 

Far unlike him was One in former times, 
Fam'd for the Spoil he gathered by his Crimes ; 
Who, wUile his Brethren nibbling held their Prey, 
He like an Eagle seized and bore the whole away. 

StDolloWy a poor Attorney, brought his Boy 
Up at his Desk, and gave him his Employ; 
He would have bound him to an honest Trade, 
Could preparations have been duly made. 
The Clerkship ended, both the Sire and Son 
Together did what Business could be done ; 
Sometimes they'd luck to stir up small Disputes 
Among their Friends, and raise them into Suits : 
Though close and hard, the Father was content 
With this resource, now old and indolent : 
But his young Swallow, gaping and alive 
To fiercer feelings, was resolv'd to thrive : — 
" Father," he said, " but little can they win, 
<^ Who hunt in Couples where the Game is thin ; 
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'* Let's part in peace, and each pursue his Gain 
" Where it may start— our Love may yet remain.' 
The Parent growl'd, he could 'nt think that Love 
Made the young Cockatrice his Den remove ; 
But, taught by habit, he the Truth suppressed, 
Fore'd a frank look, and said he ^ thought it best' 
Not long they M parted ere dispute arose, 
The Game they hunted quickly made them Foes ; 
Some House, the Father by. his art had won, 
Seem'd a fit cause of Contest to the Son, 
Who rais'd a Claimant, and then found a way 
By a staunch Witness to secure his Prey. 
The People curs*d him, but iu times of need 
Trusted in one so certain to succeed : 
By Law's dark By-ways he had stor'd his Mind 
'With wicked Knowledge, how to cheat Mankind. 
Few are the Freeholds in our ancient Town, 
A Copy-right from Heir to Heir came down. 
From whence some Heat arose, when there vras doubt 
In point of Heirship ; but the fire went out, 
Till our Attorney had the art to raise 
The dying spark, and blow it to a blaze : 
For this he now began his Friends to treat ; 
His way to starve them, was to make them eat, 
And drink oblivious Draughts — to his applause 
It must be said, he never starv'd a Cause ; 
He 'd Roast and Boil'd upon his Board ; the boast 
Of half his Victims was his Boird and Roast; 
And these at every hour: — ^he seldom took 
Aside his Client, till he 'd prais'd his Cook ; 
Nor to an Office led him, there in pain 
To give his Story and go out again ; 
But first, the Brandy and the Chine were seeOi 
And then the Business came by starts between* 
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<' Well, if 'tis 80, the House to yon belongs ; 
*^ But have you Money to redress these Wrongs? 
*^ Nay, look not sad, my Friend, if you 're correct, 
** You 11 find the Friendship that you'd not expect" 

If right the Man, the House was SwaUau^i orfm ; 
If wrong, his Kindness and Good-will were shojwn : 
« Rogue!" « Villain!" "Scoundrel!" cried the Losers 

aU; 
He let them cry, for what would that recall? 
At length he left us, took a Village-Seat, 
And like a Vulture look'd abroad for Meat ; 
The Borough-Booty, give it all its praise, 
Had only serv'd the Appetite to raise ; 
But if from simple Heirs he drew their Land, 
He might a noble Feast at will command ; 
Still he proceeded by his former rules. 
His Bait, their Pleasures, when he fish'd for Fools ;-•» 
Flaggons and Haunches on his Board were placed, 
And subtle Avarice look'd like thoughtless Waste : 
Most of his Friends, though Youth from him had fled, 
Were young, were Minors, of their Sires in dread ; 
Or those whom widow'd Mothers kept in bounds, 
And check'd their generous rage for Steeds and 

Hounds ; 
Or such as travelled 'cross the Land to view 
A Christian's Conflict with a boxing Jew : 
Some too had run upon Newmarket Heath 
With so much speed that they were out of breath ; 
Others had tasted Claret, till they now 
To humbler Port would turn, and knew not how* 
All these for Favours would to SwaUow run, 
Who never sought their Thanks for all he'd done^ 
He kindly took them by the Hand, then bow'd 
Politely low, and thus his Love avow'd— 
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(For he 'd a way that many jadgfcl polite, 

A cttnmng Dog — he'd fawn before he'd bite)— > 

*^ Observe, niy Friends, the Frailty of our Race 
" When Age unmans ns — ^let me state a Case : 
<^ There 's our friend Rupert — ^we sjbuill soon redress 
^ His present Evil— drink to our Success-r 
'< I flatter not ; but did you ever see, 
<< limbs better tum'd? a prettier Boy than he ? 
^ His Senses all acute, his Passions such 
'' As Nature gave—she never does too much -, 
^^ His the bold wish the Cup of Joy to drain, 
^' And Strength to bear it without Qualm or Pain. 

^ Now view his Father as he dozing lies, 
<< Whose Senses wake not when he opes his Eyes ; 
^ Who slips and shuffles when he n^eans to ymlk^ 
<< And lisps and gabbles if he tries to ^Ik i 
« Feeling he 's none, he could as soon destroy 
^< The Earth itself, as aught it holds enjoy ; 
'^ A Nurse attends him to lay straight his Limbs, 
« Present lus Gruel, and respect his Whims : 
^' Now shall tins Dotard from our Hero hold 
<< His Lands and Lordships? ShaU he hide his Gold? 
" That which he cannot use, and dare not show, 
^ And will not give — ^why longer should he owe ? 
'^ Yet, 'twould be murder should we snap the locks, 
<< And take the thing he worships from the box ; 
*< So let him do^e and dream, but, till he die, 
'' ShaU not our generous Heir receive supply ? 
^< For ever sitting on the River's brink, 
^< And ever thirsty, shall he fear to drink ? 
<< The means are simple, let him only wish^ 
^* Then say he 's willing, and I '11 fill ^is dish.". 

They all applauded, and not least the Boy, 
Who now replied, ^ Itfill'd his Heart with joy 

H 
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< To find he needed not deliv'rance craTe 

< Of Deatii, or wish the Justice in the Gnive ; 

< Who, while he spent, wonld every art retain, 
^ Of luring home the scatter'd Gold again ; 

^ Just as a Fountain gaily spirts and plays 

* With what returns in still and secret ways.' 

Short was the Dream of Bliss; he quickly found, 
His Father's Acres all were StvaUaw's Ground. 
Yet to those arts would other Heroes lend 
A willing ear, and Swallow was their Friend ; 
Ever successful, some began to think 
That Satan help'd him to his Pen and Ink ; 
And shrewd Suspicions ran about the place, 

* There was a Compact' — ^I must leave the Case. 
But of the Parties, had the Fiend been one. 
The Business could not have been speedier done : 
Still when a Man has angled day and night, 
The silliest Gudgeons will refuse to bite : 

So Swallow tried no more ; but if they came 
To seek his Friendship, that remained the same : 
Thus he retir'd in peace, and some would say 
He 'd balk'd his Partner, and had leam'd to pray. 
To this some Zealots lent an ear, and sought 
How Swallow felt, then said, " a change is wrought:*' 
*Twas true there wanted xdl the Signs of Grace, 
But there were strong Professions in their place ; 
Then too, the less that Men fVom him expect. 
The more the Praise to the converting Sect ; 
He had not yet subscribed to all their Creed, 
Nor own'd a Call, but he confessed the Need : 
His acquiescent Speech, his gracious Look, 
That pure Attention, when the Brethren spoke, 
Was all Contrition, — ^he had felt the Wound, 
And with Confession would again be sound. 
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True, 5tra/2oic7*s Board had still the sumptaoiu Treat 
Bat could they blame ? the warmest Zealots eat ; 
He drank — 'twas needful his poor Nerves to brace ; 
He swore — ^'twas Habit ; he was griev'd — 'twas Grace : 
What could they do a new-bom Zeal to nurse P 
** HIb Wealth 's undoubted — let him hold our Purse ; 
^^ He '11 add his Bounty, and the House we '11 raise 
^< Hard by the Church, and gather all her Strays ; 
*^ We H watch her Sinners as they home retire, 
<' And pluck the Brands from the devouring Fire." 

Alas ! such Speech was but an empty boast. 
The good Men reckoned, but without their Host ; 
Swallow delighted, took the trusted Store, 
And own'd the Sum : they did not ask for more. 
Till more was needed ; when they call'd for aid— 
And had it ? — No, their Agent was afraid ; 
^ Could he but know to whom he should refund, 
" He would most gladly— nay, he 'd go beyond; 
^ But when such numbers claim'd, when some were 

gone, 
** And others going — ^he must hold it on ; 
^ The Lord would help them" — ^Loud tiieir anger 

grew, 
And while they threat'ning from his door withdrew, 
He bow'd politely low, and bade them all adieu. 

But lives the Man by whom such Deeds are done ? 
Yes, many such — but SwaUcw*s race is run ; . 
His Name is lost, — for though his Sons have Name, 
It is not his, they all escape the shame; 
Nor is there vestige now of all he had. 
His Means are wasted, for his Heir was mad : 
Still we of Swallow as a Monster speak, 
A hard bad Man, who prey'd npon the Weak. 
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nnlrent maiti letho mala; crednla vitam 
8pei alit, eC meliui eras fore aemper ait« 

TibiUu, 



He fdl Co juggle, cant, and cheat—— 

For at those fowls chat live in water 

Are never wet, he did but smatter; 

Wbate'er he labour'd to appear. 

His understanding still was clear. 

A paltrj wretch he had, half-starr'd, 
TlyU bim in place of aaaj lenr'd. 

Batler^ Hidibni. 
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LETTER VIl. 



PHYSIC. 

The Wwth and Excellence qf the true Phy8ieUm.-^Mer%if 
not the sole cause qf Success* — Modes qf advancing 
Reputation, — Motives qf Medical Men for publiMng 
their Works. — The great EvU qf Quackery. — Present 
State (^Advertising Quacks. — Their Hazard. — Some 
fail, and why. — Causes qf Success. — How Men (f 
Understanding are prevailed upon to hace recourse ts 
EmpiricSy and to permit their Names to be advertised, 
— £vi28 qf Quackery: to nervous Females: to Youth: 
to Infants. — History. qf an Advertising Empiric^ ^. 

Pi BtT, to a grayer Tribe we turn out tiew^ 
And yldd the Praise to Worth and Science due > 
6ut tiiis with serious Wb'rds atad sober Style, 
For these are Friends with whom we seldom smile 3 
Helpers of Men* they're call'd, and we confess 
Theirs the deep Study, theirs the lucky Guess ; 
We own that numbers join With Care and Skill, 
A temperate Judgment, a devoted Will; 
Men who suppress their Feelings, biit who feel 
The painful Symptoms they delight to heal ;^ 
Patient m all their trials, they sustain 
The starts of Passion, the reproach of Pain -y 

* Opiferque (cr orbemdicor* 



With Hearts affected, but with Looks serene^ 
Intent they wait through all the solemn Scene ; 
Glad if a hope should rise from Nature's Strife, 
To aid their Skill and saye the lingering life ; 
But this must Virtue's generous effort be. 
And spring from nobler motives than a Fee : 
To the Physicians of the Soul, and these, 
Turn the Distressed for Safety^ Hope, and Ease. 

But as Physicians of that nobler kind 
Have their warm Zealots, and their Sectaries bliad ; 
So among these for Knowledge most renown'd. 
Are Dreamers strange, and stubborn Bigots found: 
Some too, admitted to this honoured Name, 
Have, without Learning, found a way to Fame; 
And some by Learning — young Physicians write. 
To set their Merit m the fiureat light; . 
With them a Treatise iS a Bait that draws 
Approving Voices — 'tis to gain Applause, 
And to exalt them in the public view, 
. More than a Life of worthy Toil could do. 
When 'tis propos'd to make the Man renown'd^ 
In every Age, convenient Doubjts abound ; 
Convenient Themes in every Period start, 
Which he may treat with all the Pomp of Art ; 
Gurious Conjectures he may always nxEdLC, 
And either side of dubious Questions take: 
He may a System broach, or, if he please, 
Start new Opinions of an old Disease ; 
Or may some Simple m the Woodland tracci 
And be its Patron, till it runs its Race ; 
As rustic Damsels from their Woods are won, 
And live in Splendour till their Racer be run ; 
It weif^ not much on what their Powers be fblHftiy 
When all his Purpose is to make them kniDWii;. 
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To show the World what long Experience gwafl, 
Reqairefl aot Cowage, though it calls for Pains ; 
Bnt at life's ovtset to inform Mankind^ 
Is a bold effort of a valiant Mind. 

The great good Man, for noUest Oaose, displays 
What many Labours taught, and many Days^ 
These sound Instruction from Experience give, 
The others show us how they mean to Uye; 
That they have Genius, and they hope Mankind 
Will to its Efforts be no longer blind. 

There are beside, whom powerful Friends advance, 
Whom Fashion fiivoors, Person, Patrons, Chance: 
And Merit sighs to see a Fortune made 
By daring Rashness or by dull Parade. 

But these are trifling evils ; there is one 
Which walks nncheck'd, and triumphs in the Slin : 
There was a time, when we beheld the Quack, 
On public Stage, the licensed Trade attack ; 
He made his laboured Speech with poor parade; 
And then a laughing Zany lent him aid : 
Smiling we passM him, but we felt the while 
Pity so much, that soon we ceas'd to smile; 
Assured that fluent Speech and flowery Vest 
Disguis'd the Troubles of a Man distressed. 

But now our Quacks are Gramesters, and they play 
With Craft and Skill to ruin and betray ; 
With monstrous Promise they delude the Mind, 
And thrive on all that tortures Human-kind. 

Void of all Honour, avaricious, rash. 
The daring Tribe compound their boasted Tmath^ 
Tincture or Syrup, Lotion, Drop or PiU ; 
All tempt the Sick to trust the lymg Bill ; 
And twenty Names of Cobblers tnmM to Squires, 
Aid the bold Language of these blu^ess liars. 
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There are among them those who cannot read, 

And yet they '11 buy a Patent, and succeed ; 

Will dare to promise dying Sufferers aid, 

For who, when dead, can threaten or upbraid? 

With cruel Avarice still they recommend 

More Draughts, more Syrup to the Joume/s end : 

" I feel it not ;*'— < Then take it every hour :' 

^ It makes me worse;'' — *• Why then it shows its power:' 

" I fear to die ;" — *• Let not your Spirits sink, 

*• You're always safe, while you believe and drink.' 

How strange to add, in this nefarious Trade, 
That Men of Parts are Dupes by Dunces made : 
That Creatures, Nature meant should clean our Streets, 
Have purchas'd Lands and Mansions, Parks and Seats ; 
Wretches with Conscience so obtuse, they leave 
Their untaught Sons their Parents to deceive ; 
And when they're laid upon their Dying-bed, 
No thouf^t of Murder comes into their head ; 
Nor one revengeful Ghost to them appears. 
To fill the Soul with penitential Fears. 

Yet not the whole of this imposing Train 
Theii* Gardens, Seats, and Carriages obtain ; . 
Chiefly, indeed, they to the Robbers fall, 
Who are most fitted to disgrace them all : 
But there is hazard — ^Patents must be bought, 
Venders and Puffers for the Poison sought; 
And then in many a Paper through the Year, 
Must Cures and Cases, Oaths and Proofs appear; 
Men snatch'd from Graves, as they were dropping in. 
Their Lungs cough'd up, their Bones pierc'd through 

their Skin; 
Their Liver all one Scirrus, and the Frame 
Poison'd with Evils which they dare not name ; 
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Men who ipent all npon Phyacians' Fees, 

Who never slept, nor had a momenf s ease, 

Are DOW as Roaches sound, and all as brisk as Bees. 

If the sick Gudgeons to the Bait attend. 
And come in Shoals, the Angler gains his end ; 
But should the advertising Cash be spent, 
Ere yet the Town has due attention lent. 
Then bursts the Bubble, and the hungry Cheat 
Pines for the Bread he ill deserves to eat ; , 
It is a Lottery, and he shares perhaps 
The rich Man's Feast, or begs the Pauper's Scraps. 

From powerful Causes spring th' Empiric's Gains, 
Man's Love of life, his Weakness, and his Pains ; 
These first induce him the vile Trash to try. 
Then lend his Name, that other Men may buy : 
This Love of Life, which in our Nature rules. 
To vile Imposture makes us Dupes and Tools ; 
Then Pain compels th' impatient Soul to seize 
On promised Hopes of instantaneous Ease ; 
And Weakness too with every wish complies, 
Worn out and won by importunities. 

Troubled with something in your Bile or Blood, 
You think your Doctor does you little good ; 
And, grown impatient, you require in haste 
The nervous Cordial, nor dislike the Taste ; 
It comforts, heals, and strengthens ; nay, you think 
It makes you better every time you drink ; 
" Then lend your Name" — ^you 're loth, but yet confess 
Its powers are great, and so you acquiesce : 
Yet think a moment ere your Name you lend. 
With whose 'tis plac'd, and what you recommend; 
Who tipples Brandy will some comfort feel, 
But will he to the Med'cine set his SeaU 
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Wait, and you '11 find the Cordial yon admire 
Has added fuel to your Fever's fire : 
Say, should a Robber chance your Purse to spare, 
Would you the Honour of the Man declare? 
Would you assist his Purpose? swell his Crinie? 
Besides, he might not spare a second time. 

Compassion sometimes sets the fatal sign, 
The Man was poor, and humbly begg'd a line ; 
Else how should noble Names and Tities back 
The spreading Praise of some adrenfrous Quack? 
But he the moment watches, and intreats 
Your Honour's Name, — your Honour joins the Cheats ; 
You judg'd the Med'cine harmless, and you lent 
What help you could, and with the best intent; 
But can it please you, thus to league with all 
Wl^pm he can beg or bribe to swell the Scrawl? 
Would you these Wrappers with your Name adorn, 
Which hold the Poison for the yet unborn ? 

No Class escapes them — from the poor Man's Pay, 
The Nostrum takes no trifling part away ; -^ 

See! those square patent Botties from the Shop, 
Now Decoration to the Cupboard's top ; 
And there a favourite Hoard you '11 find within, 
Companions meet! the Julep and the Gin. 

Time too with Cash is wasted ; 'tis the Fate 
Of real Helpers to be call'd too late; 
This find the Sick, when (Time and Patience gone) 
Death with ten-fold Terror hurries on. 

Suppose the Case surpasses human Skill, 
There comes a Quack to flatter Weakness still ; 
What greater Evil can a Flatterer do. 
Than from himself to take the Suflerer's view? 
To turn from sacred Thoughts his reasoning PowerS| 
And rob a Sinner of his dying Hours? • 
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Yet this they dare, and, craving to the hist. 

In Hope's strong bondage hold their yictim fasts 

For Soul or Body no concern hare they, 

All their inqniry, " Can the Patient pay? 

^ And 1^ he swallow Draughts until his dying day ^- 

Observe what His to nervous Females flow, 
When the Heart flutters, and the Pulse is low ; . 
If once induced these cordial Sips to try, 
All feel the Ease, and few the Danger fly ; 
For while obtained, of Drams they 've all the force, . 
And when denied, then Drams are the resource. 

Nor these the only Evils — ^there are those 
Who for the troubled Mind prepare repose ; 
They write : the Young are tenderly addressed. 
Much Danger hinted, much Concern express'd: 
They dwell on Freedoms Lads are prone to take,^, 
Which makes the Doctor tremble for their sake; 
Still if the youthful Patient will but trust 
In one so kind, so pitiful, and just; 
If he will take the Tonic all the time. 
And hold but moderate intercourse with Crime; 
The Sage will gravely give his honest word. 
That Strength and Spirits shall be both restor'd ; 
In plainer English — ^if you mean to sin. 
Fly to the Drops, and instantly begin. 

Who would not lend a sympathizing sigh, 
To hear yon Infant's pity-moving Cry ? 
That feeble Sob, unlike the new-bom Note, 
Which came with vigour from the op'ning Throat; 
When Air and light first rushed on Lungs and Eyes, 
And there was life and Spirit in the Cries ; 
Now an abortive, faint attempt to weep. 
Is all we hear ; Sensation is asleep : 
The Boy was healthy, and at first express'd 
His feelings loudly, when he fail'd to restj 



LetUr 7.] PUYUC. 8S 

Whencramm'd with Food, and tigfaten'd every limb, 
To cry akrad, was what pertain'd to him ; • 

Then the good Nurse, (who, had she borne a Brain, 
Had sought the Cause that made her Babe comphun,) 
Has an her efforts, loving Soul! applied, 
To set the Cry, and not the Cause, aside ; 
She gave her powerful Sweet vrithout remorse, 
The »leepuig Cardial — she had tried its force. 
Repeating oft: the Infismt freed from Pain, 
Rejected Food, but took the Dose again. 
Sinking to Sleep ; while she her joy expressed, 
T^t her dear Charge could sweetly take his rest: 
Soon may she spare her Cordial ; not a doubt 
Remains, but quickly he vnll rest vnthout. 

r(his moves our grief and pity, and we sigh 
To think what Numbers from these causes die j 
But what contempt and anger should we show. 
Did we the Lives of these Impostors know! 

Ere for the World's I left the Cares of School, 
One I remember who assumed the Fool : 
A part well suited — ^when the idler Boys 
Would shout around him, and he lov'd the noise ; 
They call'd him Neddy ;— Neddy had ^e art 
To play with skill his ignominious part ; 
When he his Trifles would for Sale display, 
And act the Mimic for a School-boy's Pay. 
For many years he plied his humble Trade, 
And us'd his Tricks and Talents to persuade ; 
The Fellow barely read, but chanc'd to look 
Among the Fragments of a tatter'd Book ; 
Where after many*efforts made to spell 
One puzzling word, he found it Oxymel; 
A potent Thing, 'twas said, to cure the IU< 
Of ailing Liing»— the Oxtfmel qf SquUk : 
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l^niUs he procured, but found the Bitter strong^ 
And most unpleasant ; none would take it kmg; 
But the pure Acid and the Sweet would make 
A Med'cine numbers would for pleasure take. 

There was a Fellow near, an artful Knave, 
Who knew the plan, and much assistance gave ; 
He wrote the Puifs, and every Talent plied 
To make it sell : it sold, and then he died. 

Now all the Profit fell to Ned^s controul, 
And Pride and Avarice quarrelled for his Soul ; 
When mighty Profits by the Trash were made, 
Pride built a Palace, Avarice groan'd and paid; 
Pride plac*d the signs of Grandeur all about, 
And Avarice barr'd his Friends and Children out. 

Now siee him Doctor ! yes, the idle Fool, 
The Butt, the Robber of the Lads at Schod; 
Who then knew nothing, nothing since acquired. 
Became a Doctor, honour^ and admirM ; 
His Dress, his Frown, his Dignity were such, 
Some who had known him thought his Knowledge 

much; 
Nay, Men of Skill, of Apprehension quick. 
Spite of their Knowledge, trusted him when sick : 
Though he could neither reason, write, nor spell, 
lliey yet had hope his Trash would make them well ; 
And while they scom'd his Parts, they took hii 

Oxymel. 
Oh! when his Nerves had once received a shock, 
Sir Isaac Newton might have gone to Rock*: 
Hence Impositions of the grossest kind, 
Hence Thought is feeble. Understanding blind; 



* An empiric who flourished at the same time with thia 
great mau* 
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Hence Sums enormouM by those Cheats are made, 
And Deaths nnnomber'd by their dreadful Trade. 

Alas ! in vain is my contempt express'd, 
To stronger Passions are their Words address'd ; 
To Pain, to Fear, to Terror their Appeal, 
To those who, weakly reasoning, strongly feel. 

What then our Hopes ? — perhaps there may by Law 
Be method found, these Pests to curb and awe ; 
Yet in this Land of Freedom, Law is slack 
With any Being to commence attack ; 
Then let us trust to Science — there are those 
Who can their Falsehoods and their Frauds dislose, 
All their vile Trash detect, and their low Tricks expose : 
Perhaps their Numbers may in time confound 
Their Arts — as Scorpions give themselves the Wound : 
For when these Curers dwell in every Place, 
While of the.Cur*d we not a Man can trace. 
Strong Truth may then the public Mind persuade, 
And spoil the Fruits of this nefarious Trade. 
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Nob ponidcntem malU Tocaferis 
Rect^ beatoB : rectiika oeenpat 
Komeo Beatl, q«i Deonm 
Maaeribos tapient^r oti, 
Dnramqae caliet pauperiem pati* 



Hor. lib. It. Ode 9. 



NoQ mar salvnm te valt, noD filius : omnei 
Vieini o4eruDt ; noti, pneri atqne paella. 
Mirarli, dim ta aigento poit omaia ponai, 
8i aeno praatet, qaem noB merearii, aaloram ? 

Hor. Sat. lib. 1. 



Nod propter Tltam faciuBt patrimonia qnidam, 
8ed vitio cad propter patrimonia yinuit* 

JnTOBal. Sat. 19. 
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No exteruive Man^fOiCtoriei.iH the Borcmgh: yet cwut- 
derable Fortunes made there, — III Judgment qf Parenti 
in disposing qf their Sons. — The best educated not the 
most likely to succeed. — Instance, — Want t^ Sueeas 
compensated by the lenient Power t^ some Avoeatumt. 
^The Naturalist.'-The Weaver an Entomologist, ifc. 
— il Prize-Flower, — Story qf Waiter and 



Of Manufactures, Trade^ Inventions rare. 
Steam-towers and Looms, you'd know our Borough'^ 

share- 
rs small : we boast not these rich Subjects here, 
Who hazard thrice ten thousand Pounds a Year; 
We 'ye no huge Buildings^ where incessant noise 
Is made by Springs and Spindles, Girls and Boys ; 
Where, 'mid such thundering sounds, the Maiden's Song 
Is <' Harmony in Uproar^*' all day long. 

Still common Minds with us in common Trade, 
Have gain'd more Wealth than ever Student made } 
And yet a Merchant, when he gives his Son 
His CoUege-Leahiing,- thinks his Duty done; 
A way to Wealth he leaves his Boy to find. 
Just when he's made for the Discovery blind* 

Jones and his Wife perceiv'd their elder Boy 
Took to his Learning, and it gave them joy ; 

■I til . — ^M^I^IMi— 

* The title of a short piece of bumonr b; Arbuthmff* 
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This they enconrag'd, and were blest to see 
Their Son a Fellow with a high Degree ; , 
A living fell, he married, and his Sire 
Declared 'twas all a Father conld require ; 
Children then bless'd them, and when Letters came^ 
The Parents proudly told each Granchild's Name. 
(. Meantime the Sons at home in Trade were plac'd, 
>Ioney their object—just the Father's taste \ 
Saving he liv'd and long, and when he died. 
He gave them all his Fortune to divide : 

^' Martm^* said he, '< at vast expense was taught, 
*' He gahi'd his wish, and has the Ease he sought." 

ThoB the good Priest (the Christian-Scholar!) finds 
What estimate is made by vulgar minds $ 
He sees his Brothers, who had every gift 
Of thriving^ now assisted in their thrift; 
While he whom Learning, Habits, all prevent, 
Is largely mulct for each impediment 

Yet let US own that Trade has much of Chance, 
Not an the Careful by their Care advance ; 
With the same Parts and Prospects, one a Seat 
Builds for himself; one finds it in tiie Fleet. 
Then to the Wealthy, yon will see denied. 
Comforts and Joys that with the Poor abide : 
There are who labour through the Year, and yet 
No more have gain'd than — not to be in Debt 3 
Who still mamtun the same laborious course, 
Yet Pleasure hails them from some favourite source ) 
And Health, Amusements, Children, Wife or Friend, 
With Life's dull views their Consolations blend. 

Nor these alone possess the lenient power 
Of soothing life in the desponding hour; 
Some favourite Studies, some delightful Care, 
*^»Waidij witii Trouble and Distresses^ share,* 
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And by a Coin, a Flower, » Verse, a Boat, 
The stagnant Spirits have been set afloat; 
They pleas'd at first, and then the habit grew, 
Till the fond Heart no higher Pieatnre knew; 
Till, from aU Cares and other Comforts freed, 
Th*inportant Nothing took m life the lead. 

With all his Phlegm, it broke a Dntchman's HemvI, 
At a vast Price, with one iov'd Root to part; 
And Toys like these fill many a British Hind, 
Although their Hearts are found of .firmer kind4 

Oft have I smil'd the happy Pride to see 
Of humble Tradesmen, in their Evening dee; 
When of some pleasing, fancied Good pomefls^dy 
Each grew alert, was busy, and was bless'd; 
Whether the Cd^Bird yield the Hour's ddight, 
Or, magnified in Bficrosoope, tiie Mite ; 
Or whether Tumblers, Croppers, Carriers sdjee 
The gentle Mind, they rule it and they please. 

There is my Friend the Weaaser; strong desires . 
Reign in his breast; 'tis Beauty he admires: 
See ! to the shady Grove he wings his way. 
And feels in hope the Raptures of tiie Day — 
Eager he looks; and soon, to glad his eyes, 
From the sweet Bower, by Nature fbrm'd, arise 
Bright troops of virgin Moths and fresh-bom Butter^ 

flies; 
Who broke that Morning from their half-year's Sleepf 
To fly o'er Flow*rs where they were wont to creep. 

Above the sovereign Oak, a Sovereign skims, 
The purple Emp'ror, strong in Wing and limbs : 
There fair CamiUa takes her flight serene, 
Admis blue, and Paphia silver-queen; 
With every fihny Fly from Mead or Bower, 
And hungry S}^unx who threads the honeyed FlomtlrSi 
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She o'er the luarkspur's Bed, where Sweets abound, 
Views ev'ry Bell, and hums th' approving Sound ; 
Pois'd on her busy Plumes, with Feeling nice 
She draws from every Flower, nor tries a Floret twice. 

He fears no Bailiff's wrath, no Baron's blame, 
His is untax'd and undisputed Game ; 
Nor less the place of curious Plant he knows* ; 
He both his Flora and his Fauna shows ; 
For him is blooming in its rich array. 
The glorious Flower which bore the palm away; 
In vain a Rival tried his utmost art. 
His was the Prize, and joy o'erflov^d his heart 

« This, this ! is Beauty ; cast, I pray, your eyes 
'' On this my Glory! see the Grace! the Size! 
" Was ever Stem so tall, so stout, so strong, 
** Exact in breadth, in just proportion, long; 
** These brflliant Hues are all distinct and clean, 
" No kindred Tint, no blending Streaks between; 
" This is no shaded, run-off t, pin-ey'dt thing, 
'^ A King of Flowers, a Flower for England's King : 
*^ I ovim my pride, and thank the favouring Star, 
'' Which shed such beauty on my fair Bizarre^.*' 

* 1b botai^cal langna^ ** the habitat,^ tbe fafonrite soil or 
■ttuailoB of tbe more scarce species. 

t This, it must be acknowledged, is contrary to tbe opinion of 
Tbomson, and I believe of some other poets, who, in describing 
tbe varying hues of our most be^uliful flowers, bave considered 
than as lost and blended with each other ; whereas their beauty, 
in tbe eye of a florist (and I conceire in that of the uninitiated 
alio), depends upon the distinctness of their colours: the stronger 
the bounding line, and the less they break into the neighbouring 
tint, so much the richer and more valuable is the flower esteemed. 

t Pio-eyM.— An.anricula, or any other single flower, is so cal- 
led when the ttigma (the part which arises frmn tbe seed-vessel) 
is protruded beyond the tube of the flower, and becomes visible. 

\ This word, so far as it relates to flowers, means tbofe 
vtriegated witb tbiee or more coloun irregolarly and indeter- 
JBlnately* ' ' 
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Thus raty the Poor the cheap IndiilgeDce seiie, 
While the most Wealtiiy pine and pray for Ease; 
Content not always waits upon S access, 
And more may he enjoy who profits less. 

Walter and fViUiam took (their Father dead) 
Jointly the Trade to which they both were bred ; 
When fix'd, they married, and they quickly foimd 
With due success their honest labours crown'd : 
FcMTwere their Losses, but although a few, - 
Walter was vex'd, and somewhat peevish grew; 
' You put your trust in every pleading Fool,' 
Said he to WiUiam^ and grew strange and cool. 
'^ brother, forbear,'' he answer'd, *^ take your due, 
" Nor let my lack of caution injure yon:'' 
Half Friends they parted, — ^better so to close. 
Than longer wait to part entirely Foes. 

Walter had Knowledge, Prudence, jealous Care; 
He let no idle Views his Bosom share ; 
He never thought nor felt for other Men — 
' Let one mind one, and all are minded then.' 
Friends he respected, and believ'd them just, 
But they were Men, and he would no Man trust; 
He tried and watch'd his People day and night, — 
The Good it harm'd not ; for the Bad 'twas right, 
He could their humours bear, nay disrespect. 
But he could yield no pardon to neglect ; 
That all about him were of him afraid, 
* Was right,' he said — * so should we be obey*d.' 

These Merchant- maxims, much Good-fortune too, 
And ever keeping one grand Point in view. 
To vast Amount his once small Portion drew. 

WiUiam was kind and easy ; he complied 
With all requests, or griev'd when he denied ; 
To please his Wife he made a costly Trip, 
To please his Child he let a Bargain slip ; 
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Prone to CoiliiMtfaioii, mild with the Diititst'd, 

He bore with all who Poverty professed. 

And some would he assist, nor one would he arrest. 

He had some Loss at Sea, bad Debts at Land, 

His Clerk absconded with some Bills in hand, 

And Plans so often fail'd that he no longer plaou'd. 

To a small House (his Brother's) he withdrew. 

At easy Rent — ^the Man was not a Jew ; 

And there his Losses and his Cares he bore. 

Nor found that want of Wealth could make him poor. 

No, he in fact was rich, nor could he move, 
But he was followed by the looks of Love ; 
All he had suffered, every former Grief, 
Made those around more studious in relief; 
He saw a cheerful Smile in every Face, 
And lost all thoughts of Error and Disgrace. 

Pleasant it was to see them in their Walk 
Round their small Garden, and to hear them talk; 
Free are their Children, but their Love refrains 
From all Offence — none murmurs, none complains ; 
Whether a Book amus'd them. Speech or Play, 
Their Looks were lively, and their Hearts were gay ; 
There no forcM efforts for Delight were made, 
Joy came with Prudence, and without Parade; 
Their common Comforts they had all in view. 
Light were their Troubles, and their Wishes few: 
Thrift made them easy for the coming Day, 
Religion took the dread of Death away ; 
A cheerful Spirit still insur'd Content, 
And Love smil'd round them wheresoever they went. 

WaUer meantime, vnth all his Wealth's increase, 
Glun'd many Points, but could not purchase Peace ; 
When he withdrew from Business for an hour. 
Some fled his Presence, all confess'd his Power; 




He sMi^ AiieclMiL, iMt recoTM 

F< 

Helosk'd 

' I do ■▼ Dwty; sad ike IumI Dove ; 

«< Good Hcav^B, TOO- D^! prilkee,teB 

*< To Love »d Honov-- ^ru Mt tkuft yow Vow? 

^ Cone, BT good Haniet, I woidd^Mily leek 

** YniirinnMMtTlwtlir TThjfw'Uhf VnMioiipcil T 

^ Have yo« mH all thmsBr— ' Sir, do I canpfaui?'— 

*^ Noytkat'saivpoitywUcliIpei^MMni vaia; 

^ I want a umsple Answer, and direct — 

** But yoa evade; yes! 'tis as I sospect. 

^ Come tiien, my Oiildren! Wtitf npon your knees 

^ Vow that yon love me."— < Yes, Sir, if yon please.'— 

^ Again! By Heav'n, it mads me ; I req[aire 

** Love, and they 11 do whatever I desire : 

^ Thus too my People shim me ; I would spend 

^ A thoosaod Poands to get a sin^e Friend ; 

'* I would be happy — ^I have means to pay 

'< For Love and Friendship, and yon ran away ; 

« Ungrateful Creatures! why, you seem to dread 

^ My very Looks; I know you vrish me dead. 

'< Come hither, 'Nancy! you must hold me dear; 

'^ Hither, I say ; why! what have you to fear? 

« You see I 'm gentle — Come, you Trifler, come ; 

'^ My God! she trembles! Idiot, leave the room! 

'^ Madam! your Children hate me ; I suppose 

'' They know their cue : you make them all my Foes^ 

*' I 've not a Friend in all the World — not one : 

*' I 'd be a Bankrupt sooner ; nay, 'tis done ; 

'^ In every better hope of life I fail, 

<< You're all Tormentors, and my House a Jail; 

'' Out of my sight! I'U sit and n^ake my WUl— 

*< What, glad to go? stay, devils, and be still; 
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<< lis to your Uncle's Cot you wish to nui, 

^* To learn to live at ease and be nudone ; 

*' Him yon can love, who lost his whole Estate, 

*' And I, who gain yon Fortunes, have your Hate ; 

*^ Tls in my absence, you yourselves eigoy : 

'* Tom/ are you glad to lose me? — tell me, boy: 

'* Yes! does he answer?" — ^ Yes! upon my Soulf 

** No Awe, no Fear, no Duty, no Controul! 

^ Away! away! ten thousand Devik seize 

** All I possess, and plunder where they please ! 

*' What 's Weaith to me ? — ^yes, yes ! it gives me sway, 

« And you shall feel it — Go! begone, I say." 
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AMUSEMENTS. 
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BmpntifB qa\ett nujor peat i>[la virtus. 



OaiU poitu Brut : deeniil quoqiw lillon pouts. 

Olid HeUiBorpk. lib. I 



LETTER IX. 



^#^#^#^#>»» 



AMUSEMENTS. 



Common Amusements qf a Bathing-place, •^- Mofmng 
Rides, Walks, Sfc. — Company resorting to the Toum. 
— Different choice qf Lodgings, — Cheap Indulgences, 
— Sea-side Walks. — Wealthy Invalid, — Summer-Even- 
ing on the Sands, — Sea Productions, — ^ Water parted 
from the Sea," — Wittier Views serene, — In what eases 
to he avoided, — Sailing upon the River, — A smaU Idet 
qf Sand off the Coast, — Visited by Company, — Covered 
by the Flowing <^ the Tide, — Adventwre in that Place, 



^#^#^^#s#^s»vr 



Of our Amusements ask you? — ^We amuse 
Ourselves and Friends with Sea-side Walks and Views, 
Or take a Morning Ride, a Novel, or the News ; 
Or, seeking nothing, glide about the Street, 
And so engaged, with various Parties meet ; 
Awhile we stop, discourse of Wind and Tide, 
Bathing and Books, the Raffle, and the Ride : 
Thus, with the aid which Shops and Sailing give, 
life passes on ; 'tis Labour, but we live. 

When Evening comes, our Invalids awake, 
Nerves cease to tremble. Heads forbear to ache j 
Then cheerful Meals the sunken Spirits raise, 
Cards or the Dance, Wine, Visiting, or Plays. 

Soon as the Season comes, and Crowds arrive, 
To their superior Rooms the Wealthy drive ; 
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Others look romid lor Lodging snog and miftll, 
Such is their tmste-*tfaey 've hatred to a Hall; 
Hence ane his fay'rite Habitation gets, 
The Brick-floored Parkrar which the Botcher lets; 
Where, through his single light, he may regard 
The various Business of a conmion Yard, 
Bounded by backs of Buildings form'd of Clay, 
By Stable, Styes, and Coops, et-caetera. 

The Needy-vain, tiiemselves awhile to shun. 
For Dissipation to these Dog-holes run ; 
Where each (assuming petty Pomp) appears, 
And quite forgets the Shopboard and the Sheers. 

For them are cheap Amusements : they may dip 
Beyond the Town and take a private Dip ; 
Mlien they may urge that, to be safe they mean. 
They've heard there 's danger in a light Machine ; 
They too can gratis move the Quays about. 
And gather kind Replies to every Doubt ; 
There they a pacing, lounging Tribe may view, 
The Stranger's Guides, who 've little else to do ; 
The Borough's Placemen, where no more they gain 
Than keeps them idle, civil, poor, and vain. 
Then may the poorest with the Wealthy look 
On Ocean, glorious page of Nature's book! 
May see its var3ring Views in every hour, 
All softness now, then rising with all power, 
As sleeping to invite, or threat* ning to devour : 
'Tis this which gives us all our choicest Views; 
Its Waters heal us, and its Shores amuse. 

See! those fair Nymphs upon that rising Strandi 
Yon long salt Lake has parted from the Land ; 
Well pleas'd to press that Path, so clean, so purei 
To seem in Danger, yet to feel secure ; 

k3 
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Trifling with Terror, while they strive to shun 
The curling Billows ; laughing as they run ; 
They know the Neck that joins the Shore and Set, 
Or, ah! how chang'd that fearless Laugh would be. 

Obsenre how various Parties take their way, 
By Sea-side Walks, or make the Sand-hills gay; 
There grouped are laughing Maids and sighing Swains, 
And some apart who feel unpitied Pains; 
Pains fVom Diseases, Pains which those who feel. 
To the Physician, not the Fair, reveal: 
For Nymphs (propitious to the Lover's Sigh) 
Leave these poor Patients to complain and die. 

Lo! where on that huge Anchor sadly leans 
That sick tall Figure, lost in other Scenes ; 
He late from India's Clime impatient sail'd. 
There, as his Fortune grew, his Spirits £ul'd ; 
For each Delight, in search of Wealtii he went, 
For Ease alone, the Wealth acquir'd is spent*—* 
And spent in vain ; enriched, aggrieved, he sees 
The envied Poor possessed of Joy and Ease: 
And now he flies from Place to Place, to gam 
Strength for Enjoyment, and still flies in vain : 
Mark ! with what Sadness, of that pleasant Crew, 
Boisf rons in Mirth, he takes a transient View ; 
And fixing then his Eye upon the Sea, 
Thinks what has been and what must shortly be : 
Is it not strange that Man should Health destroy, 
For Joys that come when he is dead to Joy? 

Now is it pleasant in the Summer*Eve, 
When a broad Shore retiring Waters leave. 
Awhile to wait upon the firm fiilr Sand, 
When all is calm at Sea, all still at Land ; 
And there the Ocean's Produce to explore, 
Ab floating by, or rolling on the ShorQ ; 



Those living Jellies * which the Flesh inflame^ 
Fierce as a NetUe, and from that its Name ; 
Some in hnge masses, some that yon may bring 
In the small compass of a Lady's ring; 
Blgor'd by Hand divine-^there 's not a Gem 
Wrought by Man*s Art to be compared to them; 
Soft, brilliant, tender, through the Wave they f^w, 
And make the Moon-beam brighter where they flow. 
Involy'd in Sea-wrack, here you find a race^ 
Which Science doubting, knows not where to place; 
On Shell or Stone is dropt the EmbrythSeed^ 
And quickly vegetates a vital Breed f. 

While thus with pleasing wonder yon inspect 
Treasures the Vulgar in their scorn reject, 
See as they float along ^* entangled Weeds 
Slowly approach, upbonie on bladdery Beads ; 
Wait till they land, and you shall then behold 
The fiery Sparks those tangled Frons* infold, 



« Some of the smaller species ot the Meduiu (sea-nettle) art 
ezqalsitely beantlf al : their form is nearly ofal, Taried with ser* 
rated longitudinal lines; thej are extremely tender, and, by no 
means which I am acquainted with, can be pr^serred, for they 
soon dissolve in either spirit of wine or water, and lose every ves* 
tige of their shape, and indeed vf their mibstanee t thn larger 
species are found in mis-shapen ma ss es of many pomnds weight; 
these, when handled, have the effect of the nettle, and the sting* 
ing is often accompanied or sncceeded by the more nnpleasaal 
feeling, ferhaps in a slight degree resembling thai caased by tli^ 
torpedo. 

4 Vaiioiu tribes and speeies of BirineTeiiBeiaie hare meant t 
tkaA whkh so nearly reMmbles a vq;etable in its ibim, and per* 
hapa, in some degree, manner of gvowth. Is the eoraliiat called by 
natnrallits Sertuiarim, of whkh there are many species in ahnost 
every part of the coast. The animal protrudes its asaay claws 
Cappaceatly in search of pr^) from certain pellndd vesiclap wkfefe 
proceed from a horny, tenacious, branchy steoi* 
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Myriads of liTing Pointi*; th' mndded Eye 
Can but tile Fire and not the Form descry. 
And mm your view npon tiie Ocean tarn, 
And there the Splendour of the Waves discern; 
Cast but a Stone, or strike them with an Oar, 
And yon shall Flames witiiin the Deep explofe; 
Or scoop tiie Stream phosphoric as yon stand, 
And the cold Flames shall flash along your Hand; 
When lost in Wonder, yon shall walk and gaze 
On Weeds that q^kle, and on Waves that falaaet. 

The Ocean tpo has Winter-Views serene. 
When all yon see through densest Fog is seen; 
When yon can hear the Fishers near at hand 
Distinctly speak, yet see not where tiiey stimd; 
Or sometimes them and not thmr Boat discern, 
Or half-coaceaVd some Figure at tiie Stem ; 
The View 's all bonnded, and from side to side 
Your utmost Prospect but a few ells wide ; 
Boys who, on Shore, to Sea the Pebble cast, 
Will hear it strike against the viewless Mast; 
While the stem Boatman growls his fierce disdain. 
At whom he knows not, whom he threats in vain* . 

Tid pleasant then to view the Nets float past, 
Net after Net till you have seen the last ; 
And as you wait till all beyond you slip, 
A Boat comes gliding from an anchored Ship, 
Breaking the silence with the dipping Oar, 
And their own Tones, as labouring'for the Shore; 



* Theae an said to be a minute kind of animal of the .same 
clam; when it does not shine, it is in?ifible to the naked ejn^ 

-t- Vor the cause or causes of this phenomenon, ivhich is some* 
times, though rarely, cfesorved on ear coasts, I must rete therader 
to the writers on natural pfalioiophj and-mtttral history. 
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Those measnr'd Tones which with the Scene agree. 
And giye a Sadness to Serenity. 

AU Scenes like these the tender Maid should thliOi 
Nor to a misty Beach in Antumn run ; 
Much should she guard against the Eyening Cold, 
And her slight Shape with fleecy Warmth infold; 
This she admits, but not with so much ease 
Gives up the Night-Walk when th' Attendants pleaM i 
Her haye I seen, pale, vapoured through the Day, 
With crowded Parties at the midnight Play; 
Faint in the Mom, no pow'rs could she exert; 
At Night with Pom delighted and alert; 
In a small Shop she 's raffled with a Crowd, 
Breath'd the thick Air, and cough'd and hmgh'd doud ; 
She who wiU tremble if her Eye explore 
*^ The smallest monstrous Mouse that creeps on Floor ;'' 
Whopn the kind Doctor charged with shaking Head, 
At early hour to quit the Beaux fot bed : 
See has, contemning Fear, gone down the Dance, 
TiU she perceiv'd the rosy Mom advance ; 
Then has she wondered, fainting o'er her Tea, 
Her Drops and Julep should so useless be : 
Ah ! sure her Joys must ravish every Sense, 
Who buys a portion at such vast Expense. 

Among those Joys, 'tis one at Eve to sail 
On the broad River with a favouring Gale ; 
When no rough Waves upon the Bosom ti^ef 
But the Keel cuts, nor rises on the Tide ; 
Safe from the Stream the nearer Gunwale stands. 
Where playful Children trail their idle hands t 
Or strive to catch long grassy Leaves that float 
On either side of the impeded Boat; 
What time the Moon arising shows the Mud, 
A shining Border to the silv^ Flopd ; 
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When by her dubious light, the meanest Yiews, 
Chalk, Stones, and Stakes, obtain the richest Hues; 
And when the Cattle as they gazmg stand. 
Seem nobler Objects than when view'd from Lmd: 
Then anchored Vessels in the way appear, 
And Sea-boys greet them as tiiey pass — ^<< What cheer ?^ 
The sleeping Shell-duck^ at the Sound arise. 
And utter loud their unhannonious Cries ; 
Fluttering they move their weedy Beds among, 
Or instant diving, hide their plnmeless Young. 

Along tiie Wall, returning from the Town, 
The weary Rustic homeward wanders down ; 
Who stops and gaaees at such joyous Crew, 
And feels his Envy rising at the View ; 
He the light Speech and Laugh indignant hears. 
And feels more pressM by Want, more vex'd by Fears. 

Ahl go in peace, good Fellow, to thine Home, 
Nor fancy these escape the general Doom ; 
Gay as they seem, be sure with them are Hearts 
With Sorrow tried ; there's Sadness in their Parts : 
If thou couldst see them when they think alone, 
Mirth, Music, Friends, and these Amusements gone; 
Couldst thou discover every secret 111 
That pains their Spirit, or resists their Will ; 
Couldst thou behold forsaken Love's Distress, 
Or Envy's Pang at Glory and Success, 
Or Beauty, conscious of the Spoils of Time, 
Or Guilt alarm'd when Memory shows the Crime; 
All that gives Sorrow, Terror, Grief and Gloom; 
Content would cheer thee trudging to thine Home*. 



* This is not offered as a reasonable source of coiiteDtment,bitt 
as one motive for resignation : there would not be bo mncb envy 
If there were more disceriment. 
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There are, 'tis true, who lay their Cares asidei 
And bid some Hours in caha Enjoyment glide; 
Perchance some Fair-4me to the sober Night 
Adds (by the Sweetness of her Song) Delight ; 
And, as the Mnsic on the Water floats. 
Some bolder Shore returns the soften'd Notes ; 
Then, Youth, beware, for all around conspire 
To banish Caution and to wake Desire; 
The Day's Amusement, Feasting, Beauty, Wine, 
These Accents sweet and this soft Hour combuie. 
When most unguarded, then to win that Heart of thine : 
But see, they land ! the fond Enchantment flies. 
And in its place life's common Views arise. 

Sometimes a Party, row'd from Town, will land 
On a small Islet form'd of shelly Sand, 
Left by the Water when the Tides are low. 
But which the Floods in their return o'erflow : 
There will they anchor, pleas'd awhile to view 
The Watery Waste, a Prospect wild and new ; 
Itie now receding Bilbws give them space, 
On either side the growing Shores to pace ; 
And then returning, they contract the Scene, 
Till small and smaller grows the Walk between; 
As Sea to Sea approaches, Shore to Shores, 
Till tiie next Ebb the sandy Isle restores. 

Then what alarm ! what danger and dismay, 
If all their trust, their Boat should drift away ; 
And once it.happenTd^^Gay the Friends advanced, 
They walk'd, they ran, they play*d, they sang, they 

danc'd; 
The Urns were boffing, and tiie Cups went round, 
And not a grave or thoughtful Face was found ; 
On the bright Sand they trod with nimble Feet, 
Dry shelly Sand that made the Summer-seat; 
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The wondering Mews flew JBnttering o'er the Hea4^ 
And Waves ran softly op their shining Bedw 

Some form'd a Party from the rest to stray, 
^leas'd to coDect the Trifles in their way ; 
These to behold they call their Friends around^ 
No Friends can hear, or hear another sound ; 
Alarm'd, they hasten, yet perceive not why, 
Bat catch the Fear that quickens as th^ fly« 

For lo ! a Lady sage, who pac'd the Sand 
With her fair Children, one in either hand, 
Intent on Home, had tnm'd, and saw the Boat 
Slipp'd from her Moorings, and now far afloat j 
6he gaz'd, she trembled, and though faint her calli 
It seem'd, like thunder, to confound them all. 
Their Sailor-Guides, the Boatman and his Mate, 
Had drank and slept regardless of their state; 
*^ Awake," they cried aloud ! *' Alarm the Shore! 
'< Shout all, or never shall we reach it more V 
Alas! no Shout the distant Land can reach, 
Kor Eye behold them from the foggy Beach : 
Again they join in one loud powerful Cry, 
Then cease, and eager Usten for Reply ; 
Kone came-^the rising Wind blew sadly by : 
They shout once more, and then they turn aside, 
To see how quickly flow'd the coming Tide ; 
Between each Cry they find the Waters steal 
On their strange Prison, and new Horrors feel; 
Foot after foot on the contracted Ground 
The Billows fall, and dreadful is the Sound ; 
Less and yet less the sinking Isle became, 
And there was Wailing, Weeping, Wrath and Blamt^ 

Had one been there, with Spirit strong and high^ 
Who could observe^ as he prepared to die^ 
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He might have seen of Hearts the varyuig kind. 
And trac*d ^e ihovement of each different Mind : 
He might have seen, that not the gentle Maid 
Was more than stem and haughty Man afraid ; 
Snch, cahnly grieving, will their Fears suppress, 
And silent Prayers to Mercy's Throne address ; 
While fiercer Minds, impatient, angry loud. 
Force their vain Grief on the reluctant Crowd : 
The Party's Patron, sorely sighing, cried, 
" Why would you urge me ? I at first denied." 
Fiercely they answer'd, * Why will you complain, 
* Who saw no Danger, or was wam'd in vain?* 
A few essa/d the troubled Soul to calm, 
But Dread prevailed, and Anguish and Alarm. 

Now rose the Water through the lessening Sand, 
And ihey seem'd sinking while they yet could stand ; 
The Sun went down, they look'd from side to side. 
Nor aught except the gathering Sea descried ; 
Dark and more dark, more wet, more cold it grew, 
And the most lively bade to Hope adieu; 
Children, by Love then lifted from the Seas^ 
Felt not the Waters at the Parents' Knees, 
But wept aloud ; the Wind increas'd the sound, 
And the cold Billows as they broke around. 

<< Once more, yet once again, with all our strength 
'^ Cry to the Land — ^we may be heard at length." 
Vain hope if yet unseen^ but hark! an Oar, 
That sound of bliss ! comes dashing to their Shore ; 
StiU, stiU the Water rises, " Haste !" they cry, 
" Oh! hurry. Seamen, in delay we die :" 
(Seamen were these, who in their Ship perceiv'd 
The drifted Boat, and thus her Crew reliev'd.) 
And now the Keel just cuts the cover'd Sand,, 
Now to the Gunwale stretches every Hand : 

L 
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WitMremblii^ Pleamre aU coDfiii'ii ambaricy 
And kus the Tackling of tlieir yr^icmae Ar\ ; 
While the most |^dy, af they reach the Shore^ 
Think of tiieir Danger, a^d theMr God a4ere. 
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LETTER X. 



CLUBS AND SOCIAL MEETINGS. 
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Nob ItfUr Uimm aMmutM Biteotet, 
Ctai ttapBl iaatais aelet folfforibat, et c^m 
Aeeliais fkitb aainiB* melion recntat ; 
TtnuB Me hnprmti fl>ec«ni dbqulrlte. 

Hot. Sat. t. Ift. t. 



O prodlgB rerum 
lAXBftai, BunqamiB parvo eontenta paiatu, 
St qMBrftoraoii tank pelacoque ciboram 
Ambltioia faaaei et laaUa f loria bmosb. 

Lucaa. lib, 4. 



St 4mrt BOB proflBBt ilBgalB, JBaeta jufaat* 



Raftieos afrieolam, aiiles fera bella ffereBtem, 
lUctorem dabias aa.vtta puppia amat. 

Ovid. Pont. lib. 2. 
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CLUBS AND SOCIAL MEETINGS. 

Desire qf Country Gentlemen for Town Agsociatunu,^' 
Book-Clubs. — Too rmuh qf LiUrary Character ex- 
pectedfrom them. — IMerary Concersatum prevented : 
by Feasting : by Cards. — Goody notwithstandingf 
results. — Card-Club with eagerness resorted •».— 
Players. — Umpires at the Whist-Table, — Petulances 
qf Temper there discovered. — Free-and-Easy Club: 
not perfectly easy or free. — Freedom how interrupted.'-^ 
The superior Member. — Termination qfthe Evening. — 
Dnnking and Smoking Clubs, — The Midnight Con- 
versation qf the delaying Members. — Society qf the 
poorer Inhabitants : its Use : gives Pride and Conse- 
quence to the' humble Character. — Pleasant Habita- 
tions qf the frugal Poor. — Sailor returning to his 
Family. — Free-Masons' Club. — The Mystery. — What 
its Origin. — Its prqfessed Advantages. — GiHggs and 
Gregorians. — A kind qf Masons. — Reflections on then 
various Societies, . . 



You say you envy in your calm Retreat 
Our social Meetings ;— 'tis with joy we meet: 
In these our Parties you are pleased to find 
Good Sense and Wit, with Intercourse of Mind ; 
Composed of Men, who read, reflect, and write, 
Who, when they meet, must yield and share Delight: 
To you our Book-Club has peculiar charm, 
For which you sicken in your c^^et Farm j 
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Here ydo: suppose us at our leisure placed, 

Cnjoyiiig' Freedom, and displacing Taste ; 

With Wisdom cheerful, temperately gay, 

PleaS'd to 6iiJoy, and willing to display; 
If thus your Envy gives yonr Ease its Gloomy 

Give Wings to Fancy and among ns come. 

We 're now assembled ; yon may soon attend — 

111 introduce you— ** Gentlemen, my Friend.*' 
^ Now are you happy? you have pass'd a night 

^ In gUy Discourse, and rational Delight'^ 
< Alas ! not so : for how can Mortals thfaik, 
Or Thoughts exchange, if thus they eat and-dridc ? 
]^o! I <5oniess, when we had iairiy dli^. 
That was no time for intercourse of I^Cntf; 
There was each Disli prepared with Skffl f invite, 
And to detain tb^ struggling Appetite^ 
On such Occasions Minds with one consent 
Are to the Comforts of the Body lent) 
Thererwto no pause-— the Wine went quickly round^ 
Till strugi^g Fancy was by Bacchus bound; 
Wine is to Wit as Witter tiurown on Fire^ 
By duly sprinkling both are rais'd the higher; 
Thus largely dealt, the vivid Blaze they cholee) 
And all the genial Flame goes off in Smoke.' 
' But whenno more your Boards these lioadscontsdn, 
When Whieno more o'erwhehns the labouring Brahi, 
But series, a gmtle stimulus; we know^, 
How Wit must sparkle, and how Fancy How.' 
It might b^ so, but no such Club^days come, 

We always fihd these Dampers in the Room ; 

If to converse ^vere all that brought us here, 

A few odd Members w6u1d in turn appear; 

Who dwelling nigh, Wdttid sdnnter in ahd outy 

Overlook the list, and toss the Efookt about ; 

l3 
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Or yai!\iiiDg read them, walking up and down, 
Just as the Loungers in the Shops in Town; 
Till fancying nothing would their Minds amuse. 
They 'd push them by, and go in search of Newt. 

But our Attractions are a stronger sort. 
The earliest Dainties and the oldest Port -, 
All enter then with glee in every look, 
And not a Member thinks about a Book. 

Still let me own, there are some vacant Hours, 
When Minds might work, and Men exert their Powers : 
Ere Wine to Folly spurs the giddy Guest, 
But gives to Wit its vigour and its zest; 
Then might we reason, might in turn display 
Our several Talents, and be wisely gay ; 
We might — but who a tame Discourse regards, ■ > 
When Whist is nam'd, and we behold the Cards? » 

We from that thu&are neither grave nor gay. 
Our Thought, our Care, our Business is to play ; 
Fix'd on these Spots and Figures, each attends 
Much to his Partners, nothing to his Friends. 

Our public Cares, the long, the warm Debate, 
That kept our Patriots from their Beds so late ; 
War, Peace, Invasion^ all we hope or dread. 
Vanish like Dreams when Men forsake their Bed; 
And groaning Nations and contending Kings 
Are all forgotten for these painted Things : 
Paper and Paste, vile Figures and poor Spots, 
Level all Minds, Philosophers and Sots; 
And give an equal Spirit, Pause and Force, 
Join'd with peculiar Diction, to Discourse : 
< Who deals ?— you led — we're three by Cards — had you 
* Honour in hand?* — " Upon my Honour two." 
Hour after hour, Men thus contending sit, 
Grave without Sense^ and pointed without Wit. 
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Thus it appears these envied Clubs possess 
No certain means of social Happiness ; 
Yet there 's a good that flows from Scenes like these, 
Man meets with Man at leisure and at ease; 
We to our Neighbours and our Equals come, 
And rub off Pride that Man contracts at home ; 
For there, admitted Master, he is prone 
To claim Attention and to talk alone ; 
But here he meets with neither Son nor Spouse, 
No humble Cousin to his bidding bows ; 
To his rais'd Voice, his Neighbour's Voices rise. 
To his high Look as loffy Look replies ; 
When much he speaks, he finds that Ears are closed. 
And certain Signs inform him when he's pros'd ; 
Here all the value of a Listener know. 
And claim, in turn, the Favour they bestow. 

No Pleasure gives the Speech, when all would speak. 
And all in vain a eivil Hearer seek. 
To Cliancc alone we owe the free Discourse, 
In vain you purpose vefaat you cannot force ; 
'TIS when the favourite Themes unbidden spring. 
That Fancy soars with such unwearied Wing ; 
Then may you call in aid the moderate Glass, 
But let it slowly and unprompted pass ; 
So shall there all things for the end unite. 
And give that Hour of rational Delight. 

Men to their Clubs repair, themselves to please, 
To care for nothing, and to take their Ease ; 
In fact, for Play, for Wine, for News they come, 
Discourse is shar'd with Friends or found at home. 

Bnt Cards with Books are incidental things. 
We've Nights devoted to these Queens and Kings; 
Then if we choose the social Game* we may, 
Now 'tis a duty, and wc 're bound to ^la^ \ 



Nor everBieeting of the social kind 
Was more engaging, yet had less of Mind. 

Our eager Parties, M^en the lunar light 
Throws its fViU Radiance on the festiye Night, 
Of either Sex, with punctual hurry come, 
And fin, with one accord, an ample Room ; 
Pleas'd, the fresh Packs on Cloth of Green they see, 
And seizing, handle with preluding glee; 
They diww, they sit, they shuffle, cut and deal ; 
like Friends assnnbled, but like Foes to feel: 
But yet not all, — a happier few hare Joys 
Of mere Amusement, and their Cards are Toys ; 
No Skill nor Art, nor fretful Hopes have they, 
But while their Friends are gaming, laugh and play; 

Others there are, the Veterans of the Game, 
"Who owe their Pleasure to their envied Fame ; 
Through many a Year, with hard-contested Strife, 
Have they attain'd this Glory of their Life : 
Such is that anci^t Burgess, whom in vain 
Would Gout and Fever on his C3ouch detain; 
And that large Lady, who resolves to come, 
Though a first Fit has wam'd her of her Doom! 
These are as Oracles, in every Cause 
They settle Doubts, and their Decrees are Laws ; 
But all are troubled, when, with dubious look, 
Diana questions what Apollo spoke. 

Here Avarice first, the keen desire of Gain, 
Rules in each Heut, and works in every Brainj 
Alike the Veteran-Dames and Virgins ftel. 
Nor cstre what Grey-beards or what Striplings deaf; 
Sex, Age, and Station, vanish from their view. 
And Gold, their sovereign good, the mingled Crowd 
pursue. 

Hence they are jealous, and as Rivals, keep 
A watchful Eye ob the belor^AlSwBLV *, 
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Meantime Discretion bids the Tongue be still, 
And mild Good-humour strives with strong Ill-will ; • 
Till Prudence fails; when, all impatient grown, 
They make their Grief, by their Suspicions, known. 

" Sir, I protest, were Job himself at play, 
" He 'd rave to see you throw your Cards away ; 
" Not that I care a button — not a pin 
" For what I lose ; but we had Cards to win : 
^' A Saint in Heaven would grieve to see such Hand ' 
'^ Cut up by one who will not understand/' 

' Complain of me ! and so you might indeed, 
' If I had ventured on that foolish Lead, 
' That fatal Heart — but I forgot your Play — 
* Some Folk have ever thrown their Hearts away/ 

'' Yes, and their Diamonds ; I have heard of one 
" Who made a Beggar of an only Son." 

' Better a Beggar, than to see him tied 
' To Art and Spite, to Insolence and Pride.' 

" Sir, were I you, I'd strive to be polite, 
" Against my Nature, for a single Night." 

^ So did you strive, and, Madam! with success ; 
' I knew no Being we could censure less !' 

Is this too much? alas! my peaceful Muse 
Cannot with half their Virulence abuse. 
And hark ! at other Tables Discord reigns. 
With feigU'd. Contempt for Losses and for Gains ; 
Passions awhile ^e bridled ; then they rage. 
In waspish Youth, and in resentful Age ; 
With scraps of Insult — " Sir, when next you play, 
" Reflect whose Money 'tis you throw away. 
'^ No one on Earth can less such things regard, 
" But when one's Partner doesn't know a Card^— '* . 

' I scorn suspicion. Ma'am, but while you stand 
^ Behind that Lady, pray keep down your Hand*' 
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< Good Hertv'li revoke! remember, if tiie Set 
* B« lotty in honoiir you shoold pay the Debt.' 

<< There, there 'b your Money ; but, while I hare lif^ 
« m never more sit down with Man and Wife ; 
" They snap and snarl indeed, but in the beat 
'^ Of aU their Spleen, their Understandings meet; 
** They are Free-Masons, and have many a Sign, 
'^ That we, poor Devils! never can divhie : 
<< MMy it be told, do ye divide th' Am^mit, 
^ Or goes it an to Fannly Account?^' 

Next itf the Club, where to their Friends bi Town, 
Our Country Neighbours once a Month come doWtt; 
We term it Free-and-Easg, and yet we 
Find it no easy matter to be free : 
Ev'n in our small Assembly, Friends among, 
Are Minds perverse, there 's something wlU be wrong ; 
Men are not equal ; some will claim a right 
To be the Kings and Heroes of the Night; 
Will their own favonrite Themes and Notioilis start, 
And you must hear, offend them, or depart. 

There comes Sir Thomas from his Village-Seat, 
Happy he tells us all his Friends to meet; 
He brings the ruin'd Brother of his Wife, 
Whom he supports, and makes him sick of life ; 
A ready Witness whom be can produce 
Of all his Deeds— a Butt for his Abase; 
Soon as he enters, has the Guests espied, 
Drawn to the Fire, and to the Glass applied — 
" Well^ what's the Subject?— what are you about? 
" The News, I take it— rcome, I'U help you out;"—. 
And then, without one Answer, he bestows 
Freely upon us aA he heai^ and knows ; 
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Gives us Opimons^ tells ns how he Totes, 

Recites the Speeches, adds to them his Notes, 

And givea^ old ill-told Tales for new-born Anecdotes; 

Yet cares he nothing what we judge or think, 

Our only Duty 's to attend and drink : 

At length, admonish'd by his Gout, he ends 

The Tarions Speech, and leaves at peace his Friends; 

But now, alas! we've lost the pleasant Hour, 

And Wisdom flies from Wine's superior power. 

Wine, like the rising Sun, Possession gains, 
And drives the mist of Dullness from the Brains; 
The gloomy Vapour from the Spirit flies. 
And views of Gaiety and Gladness rise ; 
Still it proceeds ; till from the glowing Heat, 
The Prudent calmly to their Shades retreat; — 
Then is the Mind o'ercast — ^in wordy Rage 
And loud Contention angry Men engage ; 
Then Spleen and Pique,like Fire-works thrown in spite , 
To Mischief turn the Pleasures of the Night; 
Anger abuses. Malice loudly rails. 
Revenge awakes, and Anarchy prevails : 
Till Wine, that rais'd the Tempest, makes it cease, 
Aod maudlin liove insists on instant Peace ; 
He, noisy Mirth and roaring Song commands, 
Gives idle Toasts, and joins unfriendly Hands ; 
Till fuddled Friendship vows Esteem and weeps. 
And jovial Folly drinks and sings and sleeps. 

A Club there is of Smoker9^l}9ie you come 
To that close, clouded, hot, narcotic Room? 
When, Midnight past, the very Caudles seem 
Dying for Air, and give a ghastly Gleam ; 
When curling Fumes in lazy Wreaths arise. 
And prosing Tqiera rub tiieir winkivg Eyes ; 
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When the long Tale, renew*d when last they met, 
Is splic'd anew, and is unfinish'd yet; 
When but a few are left the House to tire, 
And they half-sleeping by the sleepy Fire ; 
Ev'n the poor ventilating Vane, that flew 
Of late so fast, is now grown drowsy too; 
When sweet, cold, clammy Punch its aid bestows. 
Then thus the Midnight Conversation flows: — 

** Then, as I said, and — ^mind me — as I say, 
" At our last Meeting — ^you remember*' — ' Aye ;' 
" Well, very well — then freely as I drink 
" I spoke my Thought— you take me — ^what I think : 
*' And Sir, said I, if I a Freeman be, 
*' It is my bounden Duty to be free." 

* Aye; there you pos'd him : I respect the Chair, 
< But Man is Man, although the Man 's a Mayor: 
' If Muggins live — no, no ! — if Muggins die, 
*'He'll quit his oflice — Neighbour, shall I try?' 

" I'll speak my Mind, for here are none but Friends : 
" They 're all contending for their private ends ; / 
" No public Spirit — once a Vote would bring, 
" I say a Vote — was then a pretty thing, 
" It made a Man to serve his Country and his King : 
" But for that Place, that Muggins must resign, 
" You've my advice — 'tis no affair of mine." 
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The Poor Man has his Club, he comes and spends 
His hoarded Pittance with his chosen Friends ; 
Nor this alone,^ — a Monthly Dole he pays, 
To be assisted when his Health decays; 
Some part his Prudence, from the Day's Supply, 
For Cares and Troubles in his Age, lays by ; 
The printed Rules he guards with painted Frame, 
And shows his Children where to read his Name ; 
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Those simple Words his honest Nature move, 

That Bond of Union tied by Laws of Lore ; 

This is his Pride, it giyes to his Employ 

New Value, to his Home another Joy ; 

While a religious Hope its Balm applies 

For all his Fate inflicts and all his State denies. 
Much would it please you, sometimes to explor* 

The peaceful Dwellings of our Borough Poor;' ' 
To view a Sailor just returned from Sea, 

His Wife beside ; a Child on either Knee, 
And others crowding near, that none may lose 
The smallest Portion of the welcome News ; 
What Dangers pass*d, '< when Seas ran Mountains high , 
'' When Tempests ray'd, and Horrors veiFd the Sky ; 
*^ When Prudence faiVd, when Courage grewdismay'd, 
" When the Strong fainted, and the Wicked pra/d, — 
" Then in the yawning Gulf tar down we drove, 
" And gaz'd upon the billowy Mount above ; 
** Till up that Mountain, swinging with the Gale, 
'* We view'd the Horrors of the watery Vale." 

The trembling Children look with stedfas,t Eyes, 
And panting, sob involuntary Sighs : 
Soft Sleep awhile his torpid touch delays. 
And all is Joy and Piety and Praise. 
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Masons are ours, Free-Masons — but, alas ! 
To their own Bards I leave the mystic Class ; 
In vain shall one, and not a gifted Man, 
Attempt to sing of this enlighten^ Clan : 
I know no Word, boast no directing Sign, 
And not one Token of the Race is mine ; 
Whether with Hiramy that wise Widow's Son, 
They came from Tyre to royal Solomon, 

M 
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Two PiUan railing by their Skill profbimdy 
Boaz and JodUii through the East renown'd : 
Whether the Sacred Books their Rise ezpren, 
Or Books profane, 'tb vain for me to guess ; 
It may be, lost in Date remote and high. 
They know not what their own Antiquity : 
It may be too, deriv'd from Cause so low, 
They have no wish their Origin to show : 
If, as Crusaders, they combin'd to wrest 
From heathen Lords the Land they long possessed ; 
Or were at first some harmless Club, who made 
their idle Meetings solemn by Parade ; 
Is but coigecture— for the Task unfit; 
Awe-struck and mute, the puzzling Theme I quit: 
Yet, if such Blessings from their Order flow. 
We should be glad their Moral Code to know; 
Trowels of Silver are but simple things. 
And Aprons worthless as their Apron-Strings ; 
But if indeed you have the Skill to teach 
A social Spirit, now beyond our reach -, 
If Man's warm Passions you can guide and bind, 
And plant the Virtues in the wayward Mind ; 
If you can wake to Christian-Love the Heart, — 
In mercy, something of your Powers impart 

But as it seems, we Masons must become 
To know the Secret, and must then be dumb ; 
And as we venture for uncertain Gains, 
Periiaps the Profit is not worth the Pains. 

When Bruce^ that dauntless Traveller, thought he 
stood 
On Nile^B first Rise ! the Fountain of tiie Flood, 
And drank exulting in the sacred Spring, 
The Critics told him it was bo such things 
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That Springs imnuniber'd round the Country ran, 
But none could ihow him where the first begin : 
So might we feel, should we our time bestow, 
To gain tiiese Secrets and these Signs to know; 
Might question still if all the Truth we found, 
And firmly stood upon the certain Ground ; 
We might our Title to the Mysteiy dread, 
And fear we drank not at the RiTer-head. 

Griggi and Grtgmam here their Meetings hold, 
Conf^yial Sects, and Bmeks alert and bold ; 
A kind of Masons, but without their £RgB; 
The bends of Union-*Pleasure, Song, and Wine : 
Man, a gregarious Creature, loves to fly 
Where he the Trackings of t&e Herd can spy; 
Still to be one with many he desires, 
Although it leads him through the Thorns atjui Briers. 

A few! but few there are, who in the Mind 
Perpetual source of Consolation find ; 
The weaker many to the World ¥rill come, 
For Comforts seldom to be found from home. 

When the faint Hands no more a Brimmer hold. 
When Flannel-wreaths the useless Limbs infold, 
The Breath impeded, and the Bosom cold ; 
When half the pillowed Man the Palsy chains, 
And the Blood falters in the bloated Veins, — 
Then as our Friends no further Aid supply. 
Than Hope's cold Phrase and Courtesy's soft Sigh, 
We should that Comfort for ourseWes ensure. 
Which Friends could not, if we could Friends, procure. 

Early in life, when we can laugh aloud. 
There 's something pleasant in a social Crowd, 
Who laugh with us — ^but will such Joy remain. 
When we lie struggling on the Bed of Pain? 



( 
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Wlien onr Physician tells us with a Sigh, 

No more on Hope and Science to rely, 

Life's Staff is useless then ; with labouring Breatii 

We pray for Hope Divine— the Staff of Deaths 

This is a Scene which few Companions grace, 

And where the hearf s first Favourites yield their place. 

^ Here all the Aid of Man to Man must end. 
Here mounts the Soul to her Eternal Friend -, 
The tcnderest Love must here its tie resign, 
And«give th' aspiring Heart to Love Divine. 

Men feel their Weakness, and to Numbers run. 
Themselves to strengthen, or themselves to shun ; 
But though to this our Weakness may be prone. 
Let S learn to live, for we must die, alone. 
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LETTER XL 

INNS. 

» Comforts of Life in a Tmvem are known, 

to Home who potsetie* not one of bto own ; 

>htoi who kn« nUkar toomvek of tlmt one, 

le House of a Friend where be Vwelcome to ruu : 

ntant jou enter mj Door 50a 're my Lord, 

wlwce Toete and whoie Pleasnn ftai prond to ascord; 

le loader jou call and the longer joa stay, 

lore I' am bappy to aerre and obey. 

9 Home of a Friend If yon *re plea»*d to retire, 
■Ml all tblngt admit, yonmnet all tbfaiffi admire; 
last pay with Observance tbe Price of yonr- Treat, 
inst eat what Is pr^ls*d, and most praise wbat you eat : 
ere you may come, find no Tax we require, 
lay loudly condemn what you greatly admire ; 
nay growl at our Wlfches and Pains to eicel, 
lay snarl at the Rascals who please you so waif. 

ir Wish we attend, and eonfem that your Speech 
B Nation*^ Affairs might tbe Minister teaeh; 
lews you may blame, and his Measures oppose, 
's no TaTern*Treason— you 're under the Rose : 
1 Rebellions arise in your own little States 
me you may safely their .consequence wait; 
cruit your lost Spirits 'tis prudent to come, 
fly to a FMend when the Dertt *8 at Home. 

[ *ve VnHa Is vonfess'd; but It won't be denied, 

ly Interest the Faults of my Ne^bonn to hide; 

8 sometimes lent Scandal occasion to prate, 

ften conceal'd what she'd love to relate: 

Fustioe^ Bar some have wauderM Atom mlae^ 

because the dull Rognea wouldn't stay by tiielr Wine ; 

»r Brawla at my Houae, well the Poet explains. 

If en drink fallow DramgMf and so madden their Brtint . 
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• INNS.- 

A difficult Subject for Poetry, — Intocation qf the MuH. 
— Description qf the principcU Inn and those qf tJu 

first Class, — The large deserted Taeem, — Those qf a 
second Order. — Their Company. — One of particular 
Description. — A lower kind of Public^Hottses: yet 
distinguished amqngthemsehes. — Houses on the Quays 

for Sailors. — The Green-Man: its Landlord, and the 
Adventure qfhis Marriage, 8fc, 

IVlucH do I need, and therefore will I ask 
A Muse to aid me in my present Task \ 
For then with special Cause we beg for Aid^ 
When of our Subject we are most afraid : 
IwM ai-e this Subject — 'tis an ill-drawn Lot, 
So, thou who gravely triflest, fail me not. 
Fail not, but haste, and to my Memory bring 
Scenes yet unsung, which few would choose to sing : 
Thou mad'st a Shilling splendid ; thou hast thro\¥n 
On humble Themes the Graces all thine own ; 
By thee the Mistress of a Village-School 
Became a Queen, enthroned upon her Stool ; 
And far beyond the rest thou gav'st to shine, 
■BeZinda's Lock — that deathless work was thine. 

Come, lend thy cheerful Light, and give to please, ^ 
These Seats of Revelry, these Scenes of Ease ; 
Who sings of Inns, much danger has to dread, 
And needs Assistance from the Fountain-head. 
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High in the Street, o'erlooking all the Plaoe, 
The rampant Lion shows his kingly Face ; 
His ample Jaws extend from side to side, 
His Eyes are ghiring, and his Nostrils wide ; 
In silver Shag the sovereign Form is drest, 
A Mane horrific sweeps his ample Chest ; 
Elate with Pride, he seems f assert his Reign, 
And stands the Glory of his wide Domain. 

Yet nothing dreadful to his Friends the sight, 
But Sign and Pledge of Welcome and Delight : 
To him the noblest Gnest the Town detains, 
Flies for Repast, and in his Court remains ; 
Him too the Crowd with longing Looks admire^ 
Sigh for his Joys, and modestly retire ; 
Here not a Comfort shall to them be lost 
Who never ask or never feel the Cost. 

The ample Yards on either side contain 
Buildings where Order and Distinction reign; — 
The splendid Carriage of the wealthier Guest, 
The ready Chaise and Driver smartly drest; 
Whiskeys and Gigs and Curricles are there. 
And high-fed Prancers many a raw-bon'd Pair. 
On all without a lordly Host sustains 
The care of Empire, and observant reigns; 
The parting Guest beholds him at his side. 
With Pomp obsequious, bending in his Pride; 
Round all the Place his Eyes all Objects meet, 
Attentive, silent, civil and discreet. 
O'er all within the Lady-Hostess rules, 
Her Bar she governs, and her Kitchen schools; 
To every Guest th' appropriate Speech is made. 
And every Duty with Distinction paid ; 
Respectful, easy, pleasant or polite — 
^ Your Hononr'sServant^lfwfcrSfniM, good Night." 
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Next, but not near, yet honoured through the Timtt, 
There swing, incongruous pair! the Bear aniCrmm; 
That CrofCTi suspended Gems- and Ribbands dieck, 
A golden Chain hangs o-er tint fiirry Neck: 
Unlike the nobler Beast, the Bear ia bound. 
And with the Crmvn so near him, scowls uncrowned; 
Less his Dominion, but alert are all 
Without, within, and ready ibr the Cidl ; 
Smart Lads and light run nimbly here and there. 
Nor for neglected Duties mourns the Bear, 

To his Retreats on the Election-Day, 
The losing Party found their silent Way ; 
There they partook of each consoling Good, 
Like him uncrown'd, like htm in sullen Mood-^ 
Threatening, but bound. — Here meet a social kind. 
Our various Clubs for yarious Cause combined; 
Nor has he Pride, but thankful takes at Qnin, 
The Dew-drops shaken from the Lion^s Mane: 
A thriving Couple here their Skill display, 
And share the Profits of no vulgar Sway. 

Third in our Borough's List appears the Sigit 
Of a fair Queen — the gracious- CaroUne^ 
But in decay — each Feature in the Face 
Has stain of Time^ and token of Disgrace; 
The Storm of Winter, and the Summer^an, 
Have on that Form their equal Mischief done; 
The Features now. are all disfigured seen^ 
And not one Charm adorns th' insulted Queen : 
To this poor Face was never Paint applied^ 
Th' unseemly Worit of cruel Hme to bide ; 
Here we may rightly such Neglect upbraid. 
Paint on such Faces is by Prudence laid. 
Large the Domain j but all within combine 
To correspond ,with the dishonoured Sign ; 
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And all around dilapidates; you call- 
But none replies — they 're inattentive all : 
At length a niin'd Stable holds your Steed, 
While you through large and dirty Rooms proceed, 
Spacious and cold ; a proof they once had been 
In honour, — now magnificently mean ; 
Till in some small half-furnished Room you rest, 
Whose dying Fire denotes it had a Guest. 
In those you pass'd where former Splendour reign'd. 
You saw the Carpets torn, the Paper stained ; 
Squares of discordant Glass in Windows fix'd. 
And Paper oil'd in many a space betwixt; 
A soiled and broken Sconce, a Mirror crack'd. 
With Table underpropped, and Chairs new-back*d; 
A marble Side-slab with ten thousand Stains, 
And all an ancient Tavern's poor Remains. 

With much entreaty, they your Food prepare, 
And acid Wine afford, with meagre Fare ; 
Heartless yen sup ; and when a dozen times 
You've read the fractured Window's senseless Rhymes; 
Have been assur'd that Phcebe Green was fair. 
And Peter Jackson took his Supper there ; 
You reach a chilling Chamber, where you dread 
Damps, hot or cold, from a tremendous Bed; 
Late comes your Sleep, and you are waken'd soon 
By rustling Tatters of the old Festoon. 

O'er this large Building, thus by Time de&c'd, 
A servile Couple has its Owner plac'd. 
Who not unmindful that its Style is large. 
To lost Magnificence adapt their Charge : 
Thus an old Beauty, who has long declin'd. 
Keeps former Dues and Dignity in Mind ; 
And wills that all Attention should be paid 
For Graces vanish'd and for Charms deea/d. 
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Few Years hare pass^d^ since brightly 'cross tlie Wii^, 
Lights from each Window shot the l«igthen'd Ray, 
And busy Ijooks in every Face were seen, 
Throngh the warm Precincts of the reigning Qaeen: 
There Fires inviting blaz'd, and all around 
Was heard the tinkling Bells' syncing Sotmd ; 
The nimble Waiters to that sound from far 
Sprang to the Call, then hasten'd to the Bar; 
Where a glad Priestess of the Temple sway'd, 
The most obedient, and the most obeyed ; 
Rosy and round, adorned in crimson Vest, 
And flaming Ribbands at her ample Breast : 
She, skiU'd like Ciree, tried her Guests to. move, 
With looks of Welcome and with Words of Love; 
And such her potent Charms, that Men unwise 
Were soon transformed and fitted for the Styes. 

Her Port in Bottles stood, a weH*stain'd Row, 
Drawn for the Evening from the Pipe below ; 
Three powerful Spirits flllM a parted Case, 
3ome Cordial-Bottles stood in secret Place ; 
Fair Acid-Fruits in Nets above were seen, 
Her Plate was splendid, and her Glasses clean ; 
Basoqs and Bowls were ready on the Stand, 
And Measures clatter'd in her powerful Hand. 

Inferior Houses now our Notice claim. 
But who shall deal them their appropriate Fame? 
Who. shall the nice, yet known Distinction, tell, 
Between the Peal complete and single Bell? 

Determine, ye, who on your shining Nags 
Wear oiUskin Beavers and bear seal-skin Bags ; 
Or ye, grave Topers, who with coy Delight 
Snugly enjoy the Sweetness of the Night ; 
Ye Travellers ail, superior Inns denied 
By moderate Purse, the low by decent Pride ; 
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Come and determiiie,— -will ye take your place 
At tfaeywU Orb, or M^the lunar Face? 
With the Bhek'Boff or Angel will ye dine ? 
Will ye approve the Foimimn or the Vim? 
Horses the trAt^e or bhek will ye prefer? 
The SiherSwanf or Swtm oppoc'd to her— 
Rare Bird! whose Form the Raven-Plamage decks, 
And graceful curve her three alluring Necks? 

All these a decent Entertainment give. 
And by their Comforts comfortably live. 

Shall I pass by the Boor?— -there are who ciy, 
' Beware the Boar/ and pass determine by: 
Those dreadful Tusks, those little peering Eyes 
And churning Chaps are tokens to the Wise. 
There dwells a kind old Aunt, and there you see 
Some kind young Nieces in her company ; 
Poor Village Nieces, whom the tender Dame 
Invites to Town, and gives their Beauty fame -, 
The grateful Sisters feel th' important Aid, 
And the good Aunt is flatter'd and repaid. 

What, though it may some cool Observers stiikc. 
That such fkir Sisters should be so unlike; 
That still another and another comes. 
And at the Matron's Table smiles and blooms ; 
That all appear as if they meant to stay 
Time undefined, nor name a parting Day; 
And yet, though all are valued, all are dear. 
Causeless, they go, and seldom more appear : 

Yet let Suspicion hide her odious Head, 
And Scandal Vengeance from a Burgess dread : 
A pious Friend, who with the ancient Dame 
At sober Cribbage takes an Evening-Game; 
His Cup beside him, through their Play be quaffx, 
And oft renews, and innocently laughs; 
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Or growing serious, to the Text resorts, 
And from tlie Sanday-Sermon makes reports ; 
While all, with grateful Glee, his Wish attend, - 
A grave Protector, and a powerful Friend : 
But Slander says, who indistinctly sees. 
Once he was caught with Silvia on his Knees;— 
A cautious Burgess with a careful Wife 
To be so caught! — ^'tis false, upon my life. 

Next are a lower kind, yet not so low 
But they, among them, their Distinctions know; 
And when a thriving Landlord aims so high, 
As to exchange the Chequer for the Pye, 
Or from Duke William to the Dog repairs, 
He takes a finer Coat and fiercer Airs. 

Pleas'd with his Power, the poor Man loves to say 
What favourite Inn shall share his Evening's Pay; 
Where he shall sit the social Hour, and lose 
His past-Day's Labours and his next-Day's Views. 
Our Seamen too have choice : one takes a Trip 
In the warm Cabin of his favourite Ship ; 
And on the Morrow in the humbler Boat 
He rows, till Fancy feels herself afloat ; 
Can he the Sign — Three Jolly Sailors pass. 
Who hears a Fiddle and who sees a Lass ? 
The Anchor too affords the Seaman Joys, 
In small smok'd Room, all Clamour, Crowd, and Noise,; 
Where a curVd Settle half surrounds the Fire, 
Where fifty Voices Purl and Punch require : 
They come for Pleasure in their leisure Hour, 
And they enjoy it to their utmost power ; 
Standing they drink, they swearing smoke, while all 
Call or make ready for a second Call : 
There is no time for trifling — "Do ye see? 
" We drink and drub the French extempore." 
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See! round the Room, on every Beam and Balk, 
Are' mingled Scrolls of hieroglyphic Chalk; 
Yet nothing heeded — ^would one Stroke suffice 
To blot out all, here Honour is too nice, — > 
^' Let knavish Landsmen think such dirty things, 
<< We 're British Tars, and British Tars are Kings." 

But the Green-Man shall I pass by unsung, 
Which mine own Jame» upon his Sign-post hung? 
His Sign, his Image, — for he once was seen 
A Squire's Attendant, clad in Keeper's Green ; 
Ere yet with Wages more, and Honour less, 
He stood behind me in a graver Dress. 

James in an evil Hour went forth to woo 
Young JvUet Harty and was her Romeo: 
They 'd seen the Play, and thought it vastly sweet 
For two young Lovers by the Moon to meet -, 
The Nymph was gentle, of her Favours free, 
Ev'n at a Word — ^no Rosalind was she ; 
Nor, like that other Juliet, tried his Truth 
With — ^** Be thy purpose Marriage, gentle Youth?" 
But him received, and heard his Render Tale 
When sang the Lark, and when the Nightingale : 
So in few Months the generous Lass was seen 
r the way that all the Capulets had been. 

Then first Repentance seiz'd the amorous Man, 
And — Shame on Love — he reason'd and he ran ; 
The thoughtful Romeo trembled for his Purse, 
And the sad sounds, ' for better and for worse.' 

Yet could the Lover not so far withdraw. 
But he was haunted both by Love and Law : 
Now Law dismay'd him as he view'd its Fangs, 
Now Pity seiz'd him for his Juliefs Pangs; 
Then thoughts of Justice and some dread of Jail, 
Where all would blame him and where none might bail ; 

N 
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ThiM drew hiiA back, till JuMiti fiat nppt^d^ 
Where Love W drawn him when he dionld hate Ala^. 

There sat the Father in his wicker Thnmt^ 
Uttering liis Corses in tremendous tone ; 
With foulest Names his Daughter he reyii^d) 
And look'd a very Herod at the Child : 
Nor was she patient, but with equal seora, 
Bade him remember when hift Joe Iras beta : 
Then rose the Mother, eager to begki 
Her Plea for Frailty, when the SWaio came in. 

To him she tnm'd, and otfaef Theme begaM, 
Showed him his Boy, and bade him be a Af an ; 
'< An honest Man, Who, wheh he breaks the Laws, 
<< Will make a Woman honest if tiiere's Cause/' 
With lengthened Speech she proVd what cametopaii 
Was no reflection on a loving Lass : 
*< If she your Love as Wife and Mother cldm, 
*' What can it matter which was first &e Name ? 
" But 'tis most base, 'tis Perjury and Theft, 
" When a lost Girl is like a Widow" left ; 
" The Rogue who ruins"— h6re the Father found 
His Spouse was treading on forbidden Ground. 

< That 'snot the point,' quoth he, — * I don't suppoil^ 

* My good Friend Fletcher to be one of those ; 

* What 's done amiss he '11 mend in proper time — 
' I hate to hear of Tillainy and Crime : 

' 'Twas my Misfortune, in the Days of Youth, 
' To find two Lasses pleading for my Truth ; 

* The Case was hard, I would with all my Soul 

* Have wedded both, but Law is our Contjfout; 
< So one I took, and when we gain'd a Home, 

* Her Friend agreed — ^what could she more ? — to cotue j 
' And when she found that I 'd a widow'd Bed, 

* Me she detir'd^-«w^t coidd I lortP—to wed. 
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< An easier Case is yours : yoa 've not the Smart 
' That two fond Pleaders cause in one Man's Heart ; 
' Yoo \e not to wait from Year to Year distressed, 
' Before your Conscience can be laid at rest; 
' There smiles your Bride, there sprawls your new-born 

* Son, 
' — A Ring, a Licence, and the thing is done/ 

^ My loving Jamea" — the Lass began her Plea, 
*' 1 11 make thy Reason take a part with me : 
^ Had I been froward^ skittish, or unkind, 
** Or to thy Person or thy Passion blind ; 
** Had I refns'd, when 'twas thy part to pray, 
" Or put thee off with Promise and Delay ; 
'' Thou might*st in Justice and in Conscience fly, 
** Denying her who taught thee to deny : 
'* But, JameSy with me thou hadst an easier Task, 
<< Bonds and Conditions I forbore to ask ; 
'< I laid no Traps for thee, no Plots or Plans, 
'' Nor Marriage nam'd by Licence or by Banns ; 
" Nor would I now the Parson's Aid employ, 
^ But for this Cause,"— and up she held her Boy. 

Motives like these could Heart of Flesh resist ? 
James took the Infant and in triumph kiss'd ; 
Then to his Mother's Arms the Child restor'd, 
Made his proud Speech and pledg'd his worthy Word. 

* ThreeTimes at Church our Banns shall publish'd be, 

* Thy Health be drunk in Bumpers three times three -, 

* And thou shalt grace (bedeck'd in Garments gay) 
' The Christening-Dinner on the Wedding-Day.' 

Jwnee at my Door then made his parting Bow, 
Took the Green-Many and is a Master now. 
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TheM ajw Kom^mmomb Ntpict, 

Heroes, jet an bumbled Crav, 
Neblet, vhom the Crowd correct. 

Wealthy Mea, when Dans pwtaa; 
Be»«tiet, ihrinUjic firon the View 

Of the Oay*t detecting Eje ; 
Lof en, who' with mvch ado 

IiOiV^lwnialua Daimeii weei» 
And heaTO the. nuUHgk^d iigh. 



These are Miaen, crating Meant 

Of EziBtenee throogh the Daj, 
Fftmont Scholars, conning Scenes 

or a dall bewildering Phij ; 
Ragged Beanx and Misses grej 

Whom the R^ble praise and blsme; 
Frond and mean, and sad aad gay, 

ToiUnc aAw Basc^ vm thQTt 
Infame«s% aoA boasUng Fane* 
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LETTER Xn. 



PLAYERS. 

They arrive in the Borough. — Welcomed by their former 
Friends, — Are better fitted for Comic than Tragic 
Scenes: yet better tqtproced in the latter by one pari <if 
their Audience. — Their general Character and Plea- 
santry. — Particular Distresses and Labours. — Their 
Fortitude and Patience. — A private Rehearsal. — The 
Vanity qf the aged Actress. — A Heroine^ from the 
MiUiner^s Shop. — A deluded Tradesman. — Qf what 
Persons the Company is composed. — Character and 
Adventures qf Frederick Thompson. 



Drawn by the Annual Call, we now behold 

Our Troop Dramatic, Heroes known of old, 

And those, since last they march'd,inli8ted and enroU'd: 

Mounted on Hacks or borne in Waggons some. 

The rest on Foot (the humbler Brethren) come. 

Three favoured Places, an unequal Time, 

Join to support this Company sublime : 

Ours for the longer Period — see how light 

Yon Parties move, their former Friends in sight. 

Whose Claims are all allow'd, and Friendship glads the 

Night. 
Now public Rooms shall sound with Words divine, 
And private Lodgings hear how Heroes shine ; 
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No talk of Pay shall yet on Pleasure iteal, 
Bat kindest Welcome bless the friendly Meal; 
While o'er the social Jug and decent Cheer, 
Shall be describ'd the Fortunes of the Year. 

Peruse these Bills, and see what each can do,-— 
Behold! the Prince, the Slave, the Monk, the Jew; 
Change but the Oarment, and they '11 all engage 
To take ^ach Part, and Act in every Age : 
CttU'd from all Houses, what a House are they! 
Swept from all Bams, our Borough-Critics say; 
But with some Portion of a Critic's Ire, 
We all endure them ; there are some admire : 
They might have Praise, confin'd to Farce alone. 
Full well they grin, they should not try to groan ; 
But then our Servants' and our Seamen's Wives 
Love all tliat Rant and Rapture as their Lives ; 
He who 'Squii-e RichanTs Part could well sustain, 
Finds as King Richard he nuist roar amain — 
** My Horse! my Horse!" — Lo! now to their Abodes, 
Come Lords and Lovers, Empresses and Gods. 
The Master-mover of these Scenes ha& made 
No trifling Gain in this adventurous Trade ; 
Trade we may term it, for he duly buys 
•Arms out of use and undirected Eyes ; 
These he instructs, and guides them as he can, 
And vends each Night the manufactur'd Man : 
Long as our Custom lasts, they gladly stay, 
Then strike their Tents, like Tartars 1 and away! 
Hie Place grows bare where they too long remain, 
. But Grass will rise ere they return again. 

Children ofThespis, welcome! Knights and Queens I 
Counts! Barons! Beauties! when before your Scenes, . 
And mighty Monarchs thund'ring from your Throne;. . 
Then step behind, and all your Glory 's gone : 
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Of Crown and Palace, Throne and Guards b«relt, 

The Pomp ia Tanish'd, and the Care U left. 

Yet strong and lively U the Joy they feel, 

When the fiill House secures the plenteous Meal ; 

Flattering and flattei^d ; each attempts to raise 

A Brother's Merits for a Brother's Praise : 

For never Hero shows a prouder Heart, 

Than he who proudly acts a Hero's Part ; 

Nor without Cause ; the Boards, we know, can yield 

Place for fierce Contest, like the tented Field. 

Graceful to tread the Stage, to be in turn 
The Prince we honour, and the Knave we spurn ; 
Bravely to bear the Tumult of the Crowd, 
The Hiss tremendous, and the Censure loud : 
These are their Parts, — and he who these sustains, 
Deserves some Praise and Profit for his Pains. 
Heroes at least of gentler kind are they, 
Against whose Swords no weeping Widows pray^ 
No blood their fury sheds, nor havock marks their way. 

Sad happy Race ! soon rais'd and soon depress'd^ 
Your Days all pass'd In Jeopardy and Jest ; 
Poor without Prudence, with Afflictions vain, 
Not wam'd by Misery, not enrich'd by Gain; 
Whom Justice pitying, chides firom Place to Place, 
A wandering, careless, wretched, merry Race, 
Who cheerful Looks assume, and play the Parts 
Of happy Rovers with repining Hearts ; 
Then cast off Care, and in the mimic Pain 
Of tragic Wo, feel Spirits light and vain, 
Distress and Hope — ^the Mind's, the Body's Wear, 
The Man's Affliction, and the Actor's Tear; 
Alternate times of Fasting and Excess 
Are yours, ye smiUng Children of Distress. 
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Slaves though ye be, your wandering freedom seems. 
And with your varying Views and restless Schemes, 
Your Griefs are transient, as your Joys are Dreams. 

Yet keen those Griefs — ah ! what avail thy Charms, 
Fair Juliet ! what that Infant in thine Arms ; 
What those heroic Lines thy Patience learns, 
What all the Aid thy present Romeo earns, 
Whilst thou art crowded in that lumbering Wain,* 
With all thy plamtive Sisters to complain ? 

Nor is there lack of Labour — ^To rehearse, 
Day after Day, poor Scraps of Prose and Verse ; 
To bear each other's Spirit, Pride, and Spite ; 
To hide in Rant the Heart-ache of the Night; 
To dress in gaudy Patch-work, and to force 
The Mind t5 think on the appointed Course;— 
This is laborious, and may be defin'd 
The bootiess Labour of the thriftless Mind. 

There is a veteran Dame ; I see her stand 
Intent and pensive with her Book in Hand ; 
Awhile hfir Thoughts she forces on her Part, 
Then dwells on Objects nearer to the Heart; 
Across the Room she paces, gets her Tone, 
And fits her Features for the Danish Throne; 
To-night a Queen — I mark her Motion slow, 
I hear her Speech, and Hamleti*s Mother know. 

Methinks 'tis pitiful to see her try 
For strength of Arras and energy of Eye ; 
With Vigour lost, and Spirits worn away, 
Her Pomp and Pride she labours to display; 
And when awhile she's tried her Part to act, 
To And her Thoughts arrested by some Fact ; 
When Struggles more and more severe are seen, 
In the plain Actress than the Danish Queen, — 
At length she feels her Part, she finds Delight, 
And fancies all the Plaudits of Uie Nig|tit; 
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Old a« the U^ the smilefi at eyery Speech, 

And thinks no youthful Part beyond h«f reach ; 

But as the Mist of Vanity again 

Is blown away, by press of present Pain, 

Sad and in doubt she to her Purse applies 

For cause of Comfort, where no Comfort Um ; 

Then to her Task she sighing turns again,— r 

^ Ok I HamlHj thou hast cleft my Heart ia twain r 

And who that poor, consumptive, withered thing, 
Who strains her slender Throat and strives to smg ? 
Panting for Breath, and forc'd her Voice to dvap, 
And far unlike the Inmate of the Shop, 
Where she, in Youth and Health, alert and gay, 
Laugh'd off at Night tlie Labours of the 9ay; 
With Novels, Verses, Fancy's fertile Powers, 
And Sister-Converse pass'd the Evening-Houn; 
But Cynthit^s Soul was soft, her Wishes strong. 
Her Judgment weak, and her Conclusions wrong: 
The Morning-call and Counter were her Dread, 
And her Contempt the Needle and the Thread : 
But when she read a gentle DamseFs Part, 
Her Wo, her Wish! — she had them all by heart. 

At length the Hero of the Boards dj^ew nigh, 
Who spake of Love till Sigh re-echo'd Sigh ; 
He told in hone/d Words his deathless Flama, 
And she his own by tender Vows became; 
Nor Ring nor Licence needed Souls so fond, 
Alphonso^s Passion was his Cynthu^s Bond : 
And thus the simple Girl, to Shame betray'd, 
Sinks to the Grave forsaken and dismay'd. 

Sick without Pity, sorrowing without Hope, 
See her ! the Grief and Scandal of the Troop ; 
A wretched Martyr to a childish Pride^ 
Her Wo insulted, and her praise, dienied : 



H«r humUe Tdents, thbngh deride, tis'dy 
Her PrDtpeeto lost, her Confidence abni'd; 
All that remailifl— for she not long can brav6 
Increase of Evils — if an early Grave : 

Te gtetle CfnthUu tif the Shop, take heed 
What Dreams ye cherish and what Books ye read. 

A decent Som had PeUr Nottage made, 
By joining Bricks— to him a thriving Trade : 
Of his Employment Master and his Wife, 
This hoinbie Tradesman led a lordly life ; 
The House of Rings and Heroes lack'd Repairs, 
And Peter, though reluctant, serv'd the Players : 
Connected thus, he heard in way polite, — 
<< Come MoMter Nottage, see ns play to-nighf 
At first 'twas Folly, Nonsense, idle Stnff, 
But seen for nothing it grew well enongh ; 
And better now — now best, and every Night, 
In this Fool's Paradise he drank Delight ; 
And as he felt the Bliss, he wi^d to know 
Whence all this Rapture and ilt^e Joys eotid flow ; 
For if the seeing could such pleasure bring. 
What must the Feeling?— fiedingJike a Khig? 

In vain his Wifis, Us Uncle, and his Friend, 
Cried— .«P«*«r/ Peter! let such Follies end; 
« *T\m well enough these Vagabonds to see, 
'^ But would you Partner with a Showman be?" 

< Showman !' said Peter, ' did not Quin and Clice, 
' And Rosem&-Gwrrick, by the Science thrive? 
* Showman! — ^'tis Scandal ; I 'm by Genius led 
< To join a Class who ^ve Shakspeare at their head.' 

Poor Petet thus by easy steps became 
A dreaming Candrdat^ for scenic Fam^, 
And^ after Years colisum'd, infirm and poor. 
He sits and takes ihe Tickets at the Door. 
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Of various Men these marching Troops are made,^ 
Pen-spuming Clerks, and Lads contemning Trade ; 
Waiters and Servants by Confinement teaz'd, 
And Youths of Wealth by Dissipation eas'd ; 
With feeling Nymphs, v/ho, such Resource at hand. 
Scorn to obey tlic jigour of Command ; 
Some, who from higher Views by Vice are won, 
And some of either Sex by Love undone ; 
The greater Part lamenting as their Fall, 
Wliat some an Honour and Advancement call. 

There are who Names in Shame or Fear assume. 
And hence our Bevillea and our SavUles come ; 
It honours him, from Tailor's Board kicVd do¥m, 
As Mister Dormer to amuse the Town -^ 
Falling, he rises : but a kind there are 
Who dwell on former Prospects, and despair j 
Justly but vainly they their Fate deplore. 
And mourn their Fall who fell to rise no more. 

Our Merchant Thompson, with his Sons around. 
Most Mind and Talent in his Fredetick found : 
He was so lively, that his Mother knew, 
If he were taught, fhat Honour must ensue ; 
The Fatlier's views were in a different line. 
But if at College he were sure to shine. 
Then should he go — to prosper who could doubt? 
When School-boy Stigmas would be all washed out -, 
For there were marks upon his youthful Face, 
'Twixt Vice and Error — a neglected case — 
.Tliese would submit to Skill ; a little time, 
And none could trace the Error or the Crime ; 
Then let him. go, and once at CoUoge, he 
Might choose his Station — what would Frederick be ? 

'Twas soon determin'd — He could not descend 
To Pedant-Laws and Lectures without end ; 
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And then the Chapel— Night and Morn to pray, . 
Or mulct and threatened if he kept away ; 
No ! not to be a Bishop— 40 he swoce, 
And at his College he was seen no more. 

His Debts ail paid, the Father with a sigh, 
Plac'd him in Office — ^' Do, my Frederick, try; 
^* Confine thyself a few short Months, and then——" 
He tried a Fortnight, and threw down the Pen. 

Again Demands were hush'd : <' My Son, yon 're free, 
^ But you're unsettled ; take your Chance at Sea :*' 
So in few Days the Midshipman equipped, 
Received the Mother's Blessing and was shipp'd. 

Hard was her Fortune! soon conipell'd to meet 
The wretched Stripling staggering through the Street ; 
For, rash, impetuous, insolent and vain. 
The Captain sent him to his Friends again: 
About the Borough rov*d th' unhappy Boy, 
And ate the Bread of every Chance^mploy ; • 
Of Friends he borrow'd, and the Parents yet 
In secret Fondness authoris'd the Debt ; 
The younger Sister, still a Child, was taught 
To give with feign'd Affright the Pittance sought; 
For now the Father cried — < It is too late ^ 
* For Trial more — ^I leave him to his Fate,'— 
Yet left him not ; and with a kind of Joy 
The Mother heard of her desponding Boy : 
At length he sicken'd, and he found, when sick, 
All Aid veas ready, all Attendance quick ; 
A Fever seiz'd him, and at once was lost 
The thought of Trespass, Error, Crime and Cost; 
Th' indulgent Parents knelt beside the Youth, 
They heard his Promise and believ'd his Truth ; 
And when the Danger lessened on their View, 
ITiey cast off Doubt, and Hope Assurance grew;— 

o 
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Kors'd by his Sisters, cherished by his Sire, 
Begg'd to be glad, encourag'd to aspire. 
His life, they said, would now all Care repay^ 
And be might date his Prospects from that Day j 
A Son, a Brother to his Home received. 
They hop'd for all things, and in all believ'd. 

And now will Pardon, Comfort, Kindness, draw 
Hie Youth from Vice ? will Honour, Duty, Law? 
Alas ! not all : the more^he Trials lent, 
llie less he seem'd to ponder and repent ; 
Headstrong, determined in his own Career, 
He thought Reproof unjust and Truth severe; 
The Soul's Disease was to its crisis come. 
He first abns'd and then abjured his Home ; 
And when he chose a Vagabond to be. 
He made his Shame his Glory -o^'^ I *\\ be free.'' 

Friends, Parents, Relatives, Hope, Reason, Lovey 
With anxious Ardour for that Empire strove ; 
In vain their Strife, in yain the Means applied, 
They had no Comfort, but that all were tried ; 
^ One strong vain Trial made, the Mind to move, 
Was the last effort of Parental Love. 

Ev'n then he watch'd his Father from his Home, 
And to his Mother would for Pity come. 
Where, as he made her tender Terrors rise, 
He talk'd of Death, and threaten'd for Supplies. 

Against a Youth so vicious and undone, 
All Hearts were clos'd, and every Door but one : 
The Players received him, they with open Heart " 
Gave him his Portion and assigned his Part ; 
And ere three Days were added to his life. 
He found a Home, a Duty, and a Wife. 

His present Friends, though they were notliing nice^ 
Nor ask'd how vicious he, or what his Vice, 
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StiU they expected he should now attend 

To the joint Duty as an useful Friend'; 

The Leader too declared, with Frown severe, 

That none sltould pawn a Robe that Rings might wear / 

And much it mov'd him, when he Hamiet play'd, 

To see his Father^s Ghost so drunken made : 

Then too the Temper, the unbending Pride 

Of this Ally would no Reproof abide :— 

So leaving these, he march'd away and joln'd 

Another Troop, and other Goods purloin'd ; 

And other Characters, both gay and sage, 

Sober and sad, made stagger on the Stage ; 

Then to Rebuke, with arrogant Disdain, 

He gave Abuse and sought a Home again. 

Thus changing Scenes, but with unchanging Vice| 
Engaged by many, but with no one twice : 
Of this, a last and poor Resource, bereft, 
He to himself, unhappy Guide ! vras left*^ 
And who shall say where guided ? to what Seats 
Of starving Villainy ? of Thieves and Cheats ? 

In that sad Time of many a dismal Scene 
Had he a Witness (not inactive) been; 
Had leagued with petty Pilferers, and had crept 
Wliere of each Sex degraded Numbers slept ; ' • 
With such Associates he was long allied, 
Where his Capacity for III was tried. 
And that once lost, the Wretch was cast aside t 
For now, though willing with the worst to act, 
He wanted Powers for an important Fact; 
And while he felt as lawless Spirits feel. 
His Hand was palsied, and he couldn't steal. 

By these rejected, is there Lot so strange, 
So low ! that he could suffer by the change ? 
Yes ! the new Station as a Fall we judge,—* 
He now became the Harlots' humble Dmdge^ 
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Their Drudge in common : they combin'd to save 
Awhile from starving their snbmissive Skive; 
For now his Spirit left him, and his Pride, 
His Scorn, his Rancour, and Resentment died ; 
Few were his Feelings — but the keenest these. 
The rage of Hunger, and the sigh for Ease ; 
He who abus'd Indulgence, now became 
By Want subservient and by Misery tame ; 
A Slave, he begg'd Forbearance ; bent with Pain^ 
. He shunn'd the Blow, — ^'^ Ah! strike me not again/' 

Thus was he found : the Master of a Hoy 
Saw the sad Wretch, whom he had known a Boy ; 
At first in doubt, but Frederick laid aside 
All Shame, and humbly for his Aid applied : 
He, tam'd and smitten with the Storms gone by, 
Look'd for Compassion through one living Eye, 
And stretch'd th' unpalsied Hand : the Seaman felt 
His honest Heart with gentle Pity melt. 
And his small Boon with cheerful Frankness dealt ; 
Then made Inquiries of th' unhappy Youth, 
Who told, nor Shame forbade him, all the Truth. 

'' Young Frederick Thotnpaon to a Chandler's 3bop 
^' By Harlots ordered and afraid to stop ! — 
'^ What! our good Merchant's Favourite to be seen 
^^ In State so loathsome and in Dress so metani** — 

So thought the Seaman as he bade adieu, 
And, when in Port, related all he knew. 

But Time was lost. Inquiry came too late. 
Those whom he serVd knew nothing of his Fate ; 
No! they had seiz'd on what the Sailor gave, 
Nor bore Resistance from their abject Slave ; 
The Spoil obtained they cast him from the Door, 
Robb'd, beaten, hungry, pain'd, diseased and poor» 

Then Nature (pointing to the only Spot 
Which still had Comfort for so dire a Lot), 
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Although so feeble, led hun on the Way, 
And Hope look'd forward to a happier Day : 
He thought, poor Prodigal! a Father yet 
His Woes would pity and his Crimes forget; 
Nor had he Brother who with Speech severe 
Would check the Pity or refrain the Tear: 
A lighter Spirit in bis Bosom rose, 
As near the Road he sought an hour's Repose. 

And there he found it : he had left the Town^ 
But Buildings yet were scattered up and down $ 
To one of these, half>ruin'd and half-built, 
Was trac'd this Child of Wretchedness and Guilt ; 
There on the Remnant of a Beggar's Vest, 
Thtown by in scorn! the Sufferer sought for Rest; 
There was this Scene of Vice and Wo to close. 
And there the wretched Body found Repose. 
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LETTER Xni. 
THE ALMS-HOUSE AND TRUSTEES. 



Do good bj itealtb, and blash to fliid It Fame. 



Tbere are a mrt of Men whose viaaget 
Do cream and mantle like a standing pool. 
And do a wilful stillness entertain: 
With purpose to be drest in an opinion. 
As who should say, * I am 8ir Oracle, 
* And when I ope my lips let no dog bark.* ■ 

Merchant of Venice. 



8am felix; quis enim neget? fslixque manebo; 
Hoc quoque quis dnbltet ? Tutnm me copia fecit. 






uriTERxm. 

THE ALMS-HOUSE AND TRUSTBES. 



The frugal Merchant. — RicaUhip in Modes qf Frugality* 
— Private Exceptions to the general Mamners.^-Almt' 
House built, — Its Description, — Founder dies, — Six 
Trustees, — Sir Denys Brand, a principal. — His 
Eulogium in the Chronicles qf the Day, — Truth 
reckoned invidious on these Occasions, — An Eocplana" 
tion of the Magnanimity and Wisdom qf Sir Denys. — 
His kinds qf Moderation and Humility. -^LAUghtony 
kis Successoi', a planning, ambitious^ wealthy Man. — 
Advancement in Life his perpetual Olject, and all 
Things made the Means qf it, — His Idea qf Falsehood, 
•^His Resentment dangerous: how removed, — Success 
produces Love of Flattery ; his daily Gratification, — 
His Merits and Acts qf Kindness, — His proper Choice 
qf Alms-Men. — In this respect meritorious.-^ His 
Predecessor not so cautious. 



^^#<#^#t#^#<#^t^ 



Leave now our Streets, and in yon Plain behold 
Those pleasant Seats for the Reduc'd and Old ; 
A Merchant's Gift, whose Wife and Children died. 
When he to Saving all his Powers applied ; 
He wore his Coat till bare was every thread, 
And with the meanest Fare his Body fed. 
He had a female Cousin, who with care 
Walk'd in bis Steps and leam'd of him to sparer 
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With Emnlation and Success they strove, 
Improving still, still seeking to improve. 
As if that useful Knowledge they would gain- 
How little Food would human Life sustain : 
No Pauper came their Table's Crumbs to crave, 
Scraping they liv'd, but not a Scrap they gave : 
When Beggars saw the frugal Merchant pass. 
It mov*d their Pity, and they said, " Alas! 
« Hard is thy Fate, my Brother,'' and they felt 
A Beggar's Pride as they that Pity dealt: 
The Dogs, who learn of Man to scorn the Poor, 
Bark'd him away from ev'ry decent Door; 
While they who saw him bare, but thought him rich, 
To show Respect or Scorn, they knew not which. 

But while our Merchant seem'd so base and mean, 
He had his Wanderings, sometimes, '< not unseen ;" 
To give in secret was a favourite act. 
Yet more than once they took him in the fact: 
To Scenes of various Wo he nightly went. 
And serious Sums in healing Misery spent; 
Oft has he cheer'd the Wretched, at a rate 
For which he daily might have din'd on Plate; 
He has been seen — his Hair all silver-white, 
Shaking and shining — as he stole by Night, 
To feed unenvied on his still Delight. 
A two-fold Taste he had ; to give and spare, 
Both were his duties, and had equal care ; 
It was his Joy, to sit alone and fast. 
Then send a Widow and her Boys Itepast: 
Tears in his Eyes would, spite of him, appear, 
But he from other Eyes has kept the Tear: 
All in a winf ry Night from far he came, 
1*0 soothe the Sorrows of a snff'ring Dame; 
Whose Husband robb'd him, and to whom he meant 
A lin^ring, bat reforming Punishment: 
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Home then he walk'd, and found his Anger rise. 
When Fire and Rnsh-light met his troubled Eyes; 
But these extinguished, and his Prayer addrest 
To Heaven in hope, he calmly sank to rest. 

His seventieth Year was past, and then was seen 
A Building rismg on the Northern Green, 
There was no blinding all his Neighbours' Eyes, 
Or surety no one would have seen it rise : 
Twelve Rooms contiguous stood, and six were near, 
There Men were plac'd, and sober Matrons here ; 
There were behind, small useful Gardens made, 
Benches before, and Trees to give them shade; 
In the first Room were seen, above, below. 
Some marks of Taste, a few attempts at Show; 
The Founder's Picture and his Arms were there, 
(Not till he left us,) and an elbowed Chair; 
There, 'mid these signs of his superior Place, 
Sat the mild Ruler of this humble Race. 

Within the Row are Men who strove in vain. 
Through Years of Trouble, Wealth and Ease to gain ; 
Less must they have than an appointed Siun, 
And Freemen been, or hither must not come ; 
They should be decent and command Respect 
(Though needing Fortune), whom these Doors protect, 
And should for thirty dismal Years have tried 
For Peace unfelt and Competence denied. 

Strange ! that o'er Men thus train'd in Sorrow's School, 
Power must be held and they must live by Rule ; 
Infirm, corrected by Misfortunes, old. 
Their Habits settled and their Passions cold ; 
Of Health, Wealth, Power, and worldly Cares, bereft, 
Still must they not at Liberty be left ; 
There must be one to rule them, to restrain 
And guide the Movements of his erring Train. 
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If then Controul imperioos, Check severe, 
Be needed where snch reverend Men appear ; 
To what would Youth, without such Checks, aspire. 
Free the wild Wish, uncurb'd the strong Desire? 
And where (in College or in Camp) they found 
The Heart ungovem'd and the Hand unbound? 

His House endow'd, the generous Man resignM 
All Power to Rule, nay Power of Choice declin*d j 
He and the female Saint survived to view 
Their Work complete, and bade the World adieu! 

Six are the Guardians of this happy Seat, 
And one presides when they on Business meet ; 
As each expires, the five a Brother choose ; 
Nor would Sir Deny 8 Brand the Charge refuse; 
True, 'twas beneath him, " but to do Men good 
<< Was motive never by his Heart withstood :** 
He too is gone, and they again must strive 
To find a Man in whom his Giflts survive. 

Now, in the various Records of the Dead, 
Thy Worth, Sir Denys, shall be weigh'd and read^ 
There we the Glory of thy House shall trace, 
With each Alliance of thy noble Race. 
Yes ! here we have him ! — " Came in 1ViUiam*& Reign, 
The Norman-Brand; the Blood without a stam; 
^' From the fierce Dane and ruder Saxen clear, 
** Pirf, /r»A, Scot, or Cambrian Mountaineer^ 
" But the pure Norman was the sacred Spring, 
*' And he. Sir Denys, was in Heart a King : 
" Erect in Person and so firm in Soul, 
'^ Fortune he seem'd to govern and contfoul; 
<* Generous as he who gives his all away, 
" Prudent as one who toils for weekly Pay j 
'' In him all Merits were decreed to meet, 
*^ Sincere though cautious, frank and yet discreet, 



<i 
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« Just all his Dealings, faithful every Word, 
'^ His Passions' Master, an<) his Temper's Lord." 

Yet more, kind Dealers in decaying Fame? 
His Magnanimity you next proclaim ; 
You give him Learning, join'd vrith sound good Seme, 
And match his Wealth with his Benevolence; 
What hides the multitude of Sins, you add, 
Yet seem to doubt if Sins he ever had. 

Poor honest Truth! thou writ'st of living Men, 
And art a Railer and Detractor then ; 
They die, again to be describ'd, and now 
A Foe to Merit and Mankind art thou! 

Why banish Truth? it injures not the Dead, 
It aids not them with Flattery to be fed ; 
And when Mankind such perfect Pictures view, 
They copy less, the more they think them true. 
Let us a Mortal as he was behold. 
And see the Dross adhering to the Gold ; 
When we the Errors of the Virtuous state. 
Then erring Men their Worth may emulate. 

View then this Picture of a noble Mind, 
Let him be wise, magnanimous, and kind ; 
What was the Wisdom? Was it not the Frown 
That keeps all Question, all Inquiry down? 
His Words were powerful and decisive all. 
But his slow Reasons came for no Man's call. 
" 'Tis thus," he cried, no doubt witli kind intent. 
To give Results and spare all Argument : — 

" Let it be spar'd — all Men at least agree 
'* Sir Denys Brand had Magnanimity : 
" His were no vulgar Charities ; none saw 
" Him like the Merchant to the Hut withdraw; 
'* He left to meaner Minds the simple Deed, 
" By which the Houseless rest, the Hungry feed; 
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** His was a public Bounty vast and grand, 
** Twas not in him to work with viewless hand ; 
'* He rais'd the Room that towers above the Street, 
** A public Room where grateful Parties meet; 
'* He first the life-boat plann'd ; to him the Place 
** Is deep in Debt — 'twas he revived the Race; 
" To every public Act this hearty Friend 
** Would give with freedom or with frankness lend ; 
** His Money built the Jail, nor Prisoner yet 
*' Sits at his Ease, but he must feel the Debt ; 
** To these let Candour add bis vast Display, 
** Around his Mansion all is grand and gay, 
** And this is Bounty with the name of Pay." 

I grant the whole, nor from one Deed retract, 
But wish recorded too the private Act; 
All these were great, but still our Hearts approve 
Those simpler Tokens of the Christian Love; 
'Twould give me Joy some gracious Deed to meet, 
That has not call'd for Glory through the Street : 
Who felt for many, could not always shun, 
In some soft moment, to be kind to one ; 
And yet they tell us, when $ir Denys died, 
That not a Widow in the Borough slgh'd ; 
Great were his Gifts, his mighty Heart I own. 
But why describe what all the World has known? 

The rest is petty Pride, the useless art 
Of a vain Mind to hide a swelluig Heart: 
Small was his private Room ; Men found him there 
By a plain Table, on a paltry Chair ; 
A wretched Floor-cloth, and some Prints around, 
The easy purchase of a single Pound : 
These humble Trifles and that Study small 
Make a strong Contrast with the Servants' Hall ; 

p 
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There barely Comfbrt, here a proad Excess, 

The pompous Seat of pamper*d Idleness, 

Where the sleek Rc^^oes with one consent declare, 

They woidd not live npon his Honour's Fare; 

He daily took but one half-hour to dine. 

On one poor Dish and some three sips of Wine; 

Then he *d abuse them for their sumptuous Feasts, 

And say, '' My Friends! you make yourselves like 

<' Beasts; 
*' One Dish suffices any Man to dine, 
" But you are greedy as a herd of Swine ; 
'' Learn to be temperate." — Had they dar'd f obey, 
He would have prais'd and turned them all away. 

Friends met Sir Denys riding in bis Ground, 
And there the Meekness of his Spirit found : 
For that grey Coat, not new for many a Year, 
Hides aU that would like decent Dress appear; 
An old brown Poney 'twas his will to ride. 
Who shuffled onward, and from side to side; 
A five-pound purchase, but so fat and sleek, 
His very Plenty made the Creature weak. 

'* Sir Denys Brand/ and on so poor a Steed T' 
* Poor! it may be — ^such things I never heed :* • 
And who that Youth behind, of pleasant mien. 
Equipped as one who vnshes to be seen; 
Upon a Horse, twice Victor for a Plate, 
A noble Hunter, bought at dearest rate? — 
Him the Lad fearing, yet resolved to guide. 
He curbs his Spirit, while he strokes his Pride. 

'^ A handsome Youth, Sir Denys; and a Horse 
" Of finer figure never trod the Course, — 
" Yours, without question ?" — * Yes ! I think a Groom 
^ Bought me the Beast; I cannot say the Sum: 
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< I ride him not, it is a foolish pride 

* Men have in Cattle — but my People ride ; 

' The- Boy is — hark ye, Sirrah ! what 's your Name? 

* Aye, Jacobf yes! I recollect — the same ; 

< As I bethink me now, a Tenant's Son — 

* I think a Tenant — ^is your Father one ?' 

There was an idle Boy who ran about. 
And found his Master's humble Spirit out; 
He would at awful distance snatch a look, 
Then run away and hide him in some nook ; 
*^ For oh !" quoth he, *< I dare not fix my sight 
" On him, his Grandeur puts me in a fright ; 
*^ Oh! Mister Jacoby when you wait on him, 
^' Do you not quake and tremble every limb ?" 

The Steward soon had Orders — * Summers, see 
' That Sam be cloth'd, and let hun wait on me/ 



^^^^"^^^^^^ 



Sir Denys died, bequeathing all Affairs 
In trust to Laiightcn*s long-experienc'd Cares -, 
Before a Guardian, and Sir Denys dead. 
All Rule and Power devolved upon his Head : 
Numbers are call'd to govern, but in fact 
Only the powerful and assuming act. 

Laughion, too wise to be a dupe to Fame, 
Car'd not a whit of what Descent he came. 
Till he was rich ; he then conceived the thought 
To fish for Pedigree, but never caught : 
All his Desire, when he was young and poor, 
Was to advance ; he never car'd for more ; 
<' Let me buy, sell, be Factor,- take a Wife, 
<< Take any Road to get along in Life." 

Was he a Miser then? a Robber? Foe 
To those who trusted? a Deceiver? — ^No! 
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He was ambitions ; all his Powers of Mind 
Were to one end controU'd, improved, combined ; 
Wit, Learning, Judgment, were, by his accoant, 
Steps for the Ladder he designed to momit: 
Such step was Money : Wealth was but his Slave, 
For Power he gain'd it, and for Power he gave ; 
Full well the Borough knows that he 'd the art 
Of bringing Money to the surest Mart; 
Friends too were Aids, they led to certain ends. 
Increase of Power and Claim on other Friends. 
A favourite step was Marriage : then he gain'd 
Seat in our Hall, and o'er his Party reign'd ; 
Houses and Lands he bought, and long'd to bay, 
But never drew the Springs of Purchase dry, 
And thus at last they answer'd every Call, 
The Failing found him ready for their Fall : 
He walks along the Street, the Mart, the Quay, 
And looks and mutters, " This belongs to me." 
His Passions all partook the general bent, 
Interest informed him when he should resent. 
How long resist, and on what terms relent : 
In points where he determined to succeed. 
In vain might Reason or Compassion plead ; 
But, gain'd his point, he was the best of Men, 
'Twas loss of Time to be vexatious then: 
Hence he was mild to ail Men whom he led, 
Of all who dar'd resist, the Scourge and Dread. 

Falsehood in him was not the useless Lie 
Of boasting Pride or laughing Vanity; 
It was the gainful, the persuading Art, 
That made its way and won the doubting Heart, 
Which argued, soften'd, humbled, and prevailed ; 
Nor was it tried till ev'ry Truth had faiFd ; 
No Sage on Earth could more than be despise 
Degrading, poor, unprofitable Lies. 
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Though fond of Oaui, and griev'd by wanton Waste, 
To social Parties he had no distaste ; 
With one presiding purpose in his view, 
He sometimes could descend to trifle too ! 
Yet, in these moments, he had still the art 
To ope the Looks and close the guarded Heart ; 
And, like the public Host, has sometimes made 
A grand Repast, for which the Guests have paid. 

At length, with Power endued and wealthy grown, 
Frailties and Passions, long suppress'd, were shovm ; 
Then to provoke him was a dangerous thing, 
His Pride would punish, and his Temper sting; 
His powerful Hatred sought th' avenging hour, 
And his proud Vengeance struck with all his Power, 
Save when th' Offender took a prudent way 
The rising Storm of Fury to allay : 
This might he do, and so in safety sleep, 
By largely casting to the angry Deep -, 
Or, better yet (its swelling Force f assuage,) 
By pouring Oil of Flattery on its rage. 

And now, of all the Heart approved, possessed, 
Fear*^, favoured, followed, dreadec} and caressed, 
He gently yields to one mellifluous Joy, 
The only Sweet thtft is not found to cloy, 
Bland Adulation! other Pleasures pall 
On the sick Taste, and transient are they all ; 
But this one Sweet has such enchanting power. 
The more we take, the faster we devour; 
Nauseous to those who must the dose apply, 
And most disgusting to the Standers-by ; 
Yet in all Companies will Laughton feed. 
Nor care how grossly Men perform the deed. 

As gapes the Nursling, or, what comes more near, 
Some Friendly'IsUmd Chief, for hourly Cheer; 

p8 



16S THV ALMS-HOUSE AND TRD8TEBS. \Litter IS. 

When Wives and Slaves, attending ronnd his Seat, 
Prepare by turns the masticated Meat: 
So for this Master, Husband, Parent, Friend, 
His ready Slaves their various efforts blend. 
And, to their Lord still eagerly inclined. 
Pour the crude trash of a dependent Mind. 
But let the Muse assign the Man his due : 
Worth he possessed, nor were his Virtues few; — 
He sometimes help'd the Ii^jnr'd in their Cause ; 
His Power and Purse have back'd the failing Laws ; 
He for Religion has a due respect, 
And all his serious notions are correct; 
Although he pra/d and languished for a Son, 
He grew resigned when Heaven denied him one ; 
He never to this quiet Mansion sends 
Subject unfit, in compliment to Friends: 
Not so Sir Denys, who would yet protest 
He always chose the worthiest and the best ; 
Not Men in Trade by various Loss brought down, 
But those whose Glory once amazed the Town, 
Who their last Guinea in their Pleasures spent. 
Yet never fell so low as to repent ; 
To these his Pity he could largely deal, 
Wealth they had known, and therefore Want could 
feel. 
Three Seats were vacant while Sir Denys reigned. 
And three such Favourites their Admission gained ; 
These let us view, still more to understand 
The moral Feelings of Sir Denys Brand, 



LETTER XIV. 

INHABITANTS OF THE ALMS-HOUSE. 



^>»i»»#«»#>»^^ 



BLANEY. 



*■#^■#»»#^»#»»|# 



8ed qala cacni inett vitiis amor, onine fatanim 
DflipicUar ; nident br^em pnBtentia fructvin, 
Kt ruit In vctUnm daoini wcura libido. 

Claadian. la Eatrop. 

Nnnqaam parvo conteota peraeta 
Et qiUBiitoniintenrft pelagoque cibonm 
AmbltkMa ftunet et laut« gloria menta. 

Et Lmnt, popnlator Opam, tibl tenper adbafeat 
InfelU hiuaili grcMa comlutor Efestas. 

Clandian. in UnfiDttm. 



Behold wbat Blcwinc Wealth to Life eaa leml ! 

Pope. 



LETTER XIV. 



^'^•yji^^^^*'^ 



LIFE OF BLANEY. 



Bkuiey, a wealthy Heir, dissipaiedy and redtteed to 
Poverty. — Hia Fortune restored by Marriage: agam 
consumed, — His Manner </ Living in the West Indies, 
— RecalleU to a larger Inheritance, — His more refined 
and expensive Luxuries, — His Method qf qtaeting 
Conscience, — Death qf his Wife. — Again become poor. 
— His Method qf supporting Exist^e, — His Idea* if 
Religion. — His Habits and Connections when old. 
Admitted into the AlmS'House, 



•^^■^^^^^^^^^ 



Observe that tall pale Veteran ! what a look 
Of Shame and Gnilt ! who cannot read that Book ? 
Misery and Mirth dre blended in his Face, 
Much innate Vileness and some outward Grace ; 
There Wishes strong and stronger^Griefs are seen, 
Looks ever changed, and never one serene : 
Show not that Manner, and these Features all. 
The Serpenfs Cunning and the Sinner's Fall? 

Hark to that Laughter ! — 'tis the way he takes 
To force Applause for each vile Jest he makes ; 
Such is yon Man by partial Favour sent 
To these calm Seats to ponder and repent. 

Blaney, a wealthy Heir at twenty -one. 
At twenty-five was ruin'd and undone : 
These Years with grievous Crimes we need not load, 
He found his Ruin in the common Road ; — 
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Gam'd without Skill, without Inquiry bought, 

Lent without Love, and borrow'd without Thought. 

But, gay and handsome, he had soon the Dower 

Of a kind wealthy Widow in his power : 

Then he aspir'd to loftier flights of Vice, 

To singing Harlots of enormous price : 

He took a Jockey in his Gig to buy 

A Horse, so valued, that a Duke was shy : 

To gain the Plaudits of the knowing Few, 

Gamblers and Grooms, what would not BUmey do? 

His dearest Friend, at that improving age, 

Was HovnsUno Dick, who drove the Western Stage. 

Cruel he was not — If he left his Wife, 
He left her to her own Pursuits in life ; 
Deaf to Reports, to all Expenses blind, 
Profuse not just, and careless but not kind. 

Yet thus assisted, ten long Winters pass'd 
In wasting Guineas ere he saw his last *, 
Then he began to reason, and to feel 
He could not dig, nor had he leam'd to steal ; 
And should he beg as long as he might live, 
He justly feared that Nobody would give : 
But he could charge a Pistol, and at Mrill, 
All that was Mortal, by a Bullet kill : 
And he was taught, by those whom he would call 
Man's surest Guides — that ne was mortal all. 

While thus he thought, still waiting for the Day, 
When he should dare to blow his Brains away, 
A Place for him a kind Relation found, 
Where EngUm£% Monarch rul'd, but far from Englifli 

Ground : 
He gave Employ that might for Bread suffice, 
Correct his Habits and restrain his Vice. 

Here BUmty tried (what such Man's Miseries teach) 
To find what Pleasures were withud hii reach \ 
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These he eiijo3r'd, though not in just the style 
He once possessed them in his native Isle ; 
Congenial Souls he found in every Place, 
Vice in all Soils, and Charms m every Race : 
His Lady took the same amusing Way, 
And laugh'd at Time till he had tum'd them grey : 
At length for England once agaun they steered, 
By ancient Views and new Designs endeared ; 
His Kindred died, and Blaney now became 
An Heir to one who never heard his Name. 

What could he now?— The Man had tried before 
The Joys of Youth, and they were Joys no more ; 
To vicious Pleasure he was still inclined. 
But Vice must now be season'd and refin'd ; 
Then as a Swine he would on Pleasure seize. 
Now common Pleasures had no power to pleast: 
Beauty alone has for the Vulgar charms. 
He wanted Beauty trembling with Alarms : 
His was no more a youthYuJ Dream of Joy, 
The Wretch desir*d to ruin and destroy ; 
He bought Indulgence with a boundless Price, 
Most picas'd when Decency boVd down to Vice, 
Wlien a fair Dame her Husband's Honour sold, 
And a frail Countess play*d for Blaney*8 Gold. 

^ But did not Conscience in her Anger rise?' 
Yes ! and he leam'd her Terrors to despise ; 
When stung by Thought, to soothing Books he fled. 
And grew compos'd and hardened as he read ; 
Tales of Voltaire, and Essays gay and slight, 
Pleas'd him and shone with their phosphoric Light ; 
Which, though it rose from Objects vile and base. 
Where'er it came threw Splendour on the Place, 
And was that Light which the deluded Youth, 
And this grey Sinner, deem'd the Light of Truth* 
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He different Works for different Cause admired, 
Some fix'd his Judgment, some his Passions fir'd ; 
To cheer the Mind and raise a dormant Flame, 
He had the Books, decreed to lasting Shame, 
Which those who read are careful not to name : 
These won to vicious act the yielding Heart, 
And then the cooler Reasoners sooth'd the Smart. 

He heard of BUmni, and MwndeviUey and Cfmbbf 
How they the Doctors of their Day would drub ; 
How Hume had dwelt on Miracles so well, 
That none would now believe a Miracle ; 
And though he car'd not Works so grave to read, 
He caught their Faith and sign'd the Sinner's Creed. 

llius was he pleas'd to join the hiughing Side, 
Nor ceas'd the Laughter when his Lady died ; 
Yet was he kind and careful of her FanJ6, 
And on her Tomb inscrib'd a virtuous Name ; 
" A tender Wife, respected, and so forth," — 
The Marble still bears witness to the worth. 

He has some Children, but he knows not where ; 
Something they cost, but neither Love nor Care > 
A Father's Feelings he has never known. 
His Joys, his Sorrows, have been all his own. 

He now would build — and lofty Seat he built, 
And sought, in various ways, relief from Guilt. 
Restless, for ever anxious to obtain 
Ease for the Heart by Ramblings of the Brain, 
He would have Pictures, and of course a Taste, 
And found a thousand Means his Wealth to waste. 
Newmarket Steeds he bought at mi^ty cost, 
They sometimes won, but Blaney always lost. 

Quick came his Ruin, came when he had still 
For Life a relish, and in Pleasure skill : 
By his own idle reckoning he supiy>8*d 
His Wealth would last him tiU his life was clos'd \ 
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But no ! he found this final Hoard was spent. 
While he had Years to sufier and repent. 
Yet at the last, his noble Mind to show, 
And in his Misery how he bore the Blow, 
He TieVd his only Guinea, then suppressed, 
For a short time, the Tumults in his Breast, 
And, mov'd by Pride, by Habit and Despair, 
Gave it an Opera-Bird to hum an Air. 

Come ye ! who live for Pleasure, come, behold 
A Man of Pleasure when he's poor and old; 
When he looks back through life, and cannot find 
A single Action to relieve his Mind ; 
When he looks forward, striving still to keep 
A steady Prospect of eternal Sleep ; 
When not one Friend is left, of all the Train 
Whom 'twas his Pride and Boast to entertain, — 
Friends now employ'd from House to House to run, 
And say, ^* Alas ! poor Blaney is undone V* — 
Those whom he shook with ardour by the hand. 
By whom he stood as long as he could stand. 
Who seem'd to him from all Deception clear. 
And who, more strange ! might think themselves sin- 
cere. 

Lo ! now the Hero shuffling through the Town, 
To hunt a Dinner and to beg a Crown ; 
To tell an idle Tale, that Boys may smile : 
To bear a Strumpet's Billet-doux a mile ; 
To cull a Wanton for a Youth of Wealth, 
(With reverend view to both his Taste and Health) j 
'To be a useful, needy thing between 
Fear and Desire — the Pander and the Screen j 
To flatter Pictures, Houses, Horses, Dress, 
The wildest Fashion or the worst excess -, 
To be the grey Seducer, and entice 
Unbearded Folly into Acts of Vice \ 
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And then, to leyel every Fence which Lmt 

Afld Viitae ^ to keep the Mind in awe, 

He fint inveigles Youth to walk astray, 

Next prompts and soothes them in their fatal way, 

Then vindicates the deed, and makes the mind his prey. 

Unhappy Man ! what pains he takes to state— 
(Proof of his Fear!) that all below is Fate ; 
That all proceed in one appointed Track, 
Where none can stop, or take their Journey back : 
Then what is Vice or Virtue ?— Yet he 11 rail 
At Priests till Memory and Quotation fail ; 
He reads, to learn the various Ills they 've done. 
And calls them Vipers, every Mother's Son. 

He is the Harlofs Aid, who wheedling tries 
To move her Friend for Vanity's Supplies ^ 
To weak Indulgence he allures the Mind, 
Loth to be dup'd, but willing to be kind; 
And if successful — ^what the Labour pays? 
He gets the Friend's Contempt and Chloe^g Praise, 
Who, in her Triumph, condescends to say, 
^ What a good Creature BUmey was to-day I" 

Hear the poor Daemon when the Young attend. 
And willing Ear to vile Experience lend ; 
When he relates (with laughing, leering eye) 
The Tale licentious, mix'd with blasphemy : 
No genuine Gladness his Narrations cause. 
The frailest Heart denies sincere Applause ; 
And many a Youth has tum'd him half aside. 
And laugh'd aloud, the Sign of Shame to hide. 

BUmey f no aid in his vile Cause to lose, 
Buys Pictures, Prints, and a licentious Muse ; 
He borrows every Help from every Art, 
To stir the Passions and mislead the Heart; 
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Bat from the Sabject let iu soon escape, 
Nor give this Feature all its ugly Shape ; ^ 

Some to their Crimes, Escape from Satire owe ; 
Who shall describe what BUmey dares to show ? 

While thus the Man, to Vice and Passion slave, 
Was, with his Follies, moving to the Grave, 
The ancient Ruler of this Mansion died. 
And Bkmey boldly for the Seat applied : 
Sir Denys Brand, then Guardian, join'd his Suit ; 
^ Tis true/ said he, ' the Fellow's quite a Bruta — 
* A very Beast ; but yet, with all his Sin, 
^ He has a manner — let the Devil in/ 

They half complied, they gave the wish'd Retreat, 
But rais'd a worthier to the vacant Seat. 

Thus forc'd on ways unlike each former way, 
Hius led to Prayer without a Heart to pray. 
He quits tlie Gay and Rich, the Young and Free, 
Among the Badge-Men with a Badge to be : 
He sees an humble Tradesman rais'd to rule 
The grey-beard Pupils of this moral School ; 
Where he himself, an old licentious Boy, 
Will nothing leai*n, and nothing can enjoy ; 
In temperate Measures he must eat and drink. 
And, Pain of Pains ! must live alone and think. 

In vain, by Fortune's Smiles, thrice affluent made, 
Still has he Debts of ancient date unpaid ; 
Thrice into Penury by Error thrown. 
Not one right Maxim has he made his own ; 
The Old-Men shun him, — some his Vices hate. 
And all abhor his Principles and Prate ; 
Nor Love nor Care for him will Mortal show. 
Save a frail Sister in the Female-Row. 



LETTER XV. 

INHABITANTS OF THE ALMS-HOUSE. 



^#^>»<>#^>#i»» 



CLEUA. 



i»^^#N«^^>#tf>^ 



She early foand henelf mifltren of henelCi Ad »be did wm 
rifht : all she said was admired. Early, very early, did ike dit- 
mln bloihe* from lier eheek: : the could not blash, becaaae the 
could not doubt ; and silence, whatever was the sutueet, was ai 
much a ttnum^ to her u diffidence. 

Richardson*. 



Qu& fngit Venui ? hen ! Qu6ve color? decent 
Qtt6 motns ? Q«iid babes illitts, llllns, 
Qu« spirabat amores. 
Qua me surpuerat mihi ? 

Horatins, lib. !▼. od. IS. 



^»<«#<»#>»^*«#' 



LETTER XV. 



CLELIA, 

Htr lively md pleqsant Mainier$,^Her Readmg tmd 
Deciium, — Her Intercomrse withMffereni CUueee ^ 
Soeieiy, — Her kind qf Character. — The faeamred 
Lover, —^Her Management ^ him: hie ^her, — 4ft^ 
one Periodj Clelia with an, Attorney : her Manner and 
Situation there. — Another such Period, when her For- 
tune etill declines, — Mittrev qf an Inn, — A fVidow.-^ 
Another such Interval : site becomes poor and M^rm, 
but stiU vain and frivolous, — The /alien Vanity. ^-^ 
Admitten into the House : meets Blnney. 



'V^'^E had a sprightly Nymph — in every Town, 
Are some such Sprights, who wander up and down ; 
She had her useful Arts, and could contrive. 
In Time's despite, to stay at Twenty-five ;— 
" Here will I rest ; move on, thou lying Year, 
" This is mine Age, and I will rest me here." 

Arch was her Look, and she had pleasant ways 
Your good Opinion of her Heart to raise ; 
Her Speech was lively, and with ease expressed, 
And well she judg'd the Tempers she addressed : 
If some soft Stripling had her Keenness felt, 
She knew the way to make his Anger melt ; 
Wit was allow'd her, though but few could bring 
Direct example of a witty thing ; 
*Tw9s that gay, pleasant, smart, engaging Speech^ 
Her Beaux admir'd, and just within their reach ; 



IMer 16.] INHABlTAim of THB ALMt-HOUSI. 178 

Not indiscreet perhaps, but yet more free 
Than prudish Nymphs allow their Wit to be. 

Novels and Plays, with Poems, old and new. 
Were all the Books our Nymph attended to ; 
Yet from the Press no Treatise issued forth, 
But she would speak precisely of its worth. 

She with the London Stage familiar grew, 
And every Actor's Name and Merit knew ; 
She told how this or that their Part mistook, 
And of the rival Romeo$ gave the look ; 
Of either House 'twas hers the Strength to see, 
Then judge with candour—* Drury-Lane for me.' 

What made this knowledge, what this skill complete ? 
A Fortnight's Visit in Whitechapel-Street. 
' Her Place in life was Rich and Poor between, 
With those a Favourite, and vnth these a Queen ; 
She could her Parts assume, and condescend . 
To Friends more humble while an humble Friend ; 
And thus a welcome, lively Guest could pass. 
Threading her pleasant way from Cbiss to Chiss. 

< Her Reputation?'— That was like her Wit, 
And seem'd her Manner and her State to fit ; 
Something there was, what, none presumed to say, 
Clouds lightly passing on a smiling Day,*- 
Whispers and Hints which went from ear to ear, 
And mix'd Reports no Judge on Earth could clear. 

But of each Sex a friendly number pressed 
To joyous Banquets thus alluring Guest : 
There, if indulgmg Mirth, and freed from Awe, 
If pleasing all, and pleas'd with all she saw, 
Her Speech were free, and such as freely dwelt 
On the same Feelings all around her felt ; 
Or if some fond presuming Favourite tried 
To come so near as once to be denied ; 

Q8 
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Yet not with Brow so stern or Speech so nice. 
But that he ventured on denial twice : — 
If these have been, and so has Scandal taught. 
Yet Malice never found the proof she sought. 

But then came one, the Locelaee of his Day, 
Rich, proud, and crafty, handsome, brave, and gay; 
Yet lov'd he not those laboured Plans and Arts, 
But left the Business to the Ladies' Hearts, 
And when he found them in a proper train, 
He thought all else superfluous and vain 2 
But in that training he was deeply taught, 
And rarely fail'd of gaining all he sought ; 
He knew how far directly on to go. 
How to recede and dally to and fro' ; 
How to make all the Passions his Allies, 
And, when he saw them in Contention rise. 
To watch the wrought-up heart, and conquer by sur« 
prise. 

Our Heroine fear'd him not ; it was her Part, 
To make sure Conquest of such gentle Heart — 
Of one so mild and humble ; for she saw 
In Henry's eye a Love chastised by Awe. 
Her thoughts of Virtue were not all sublime. 
Nor virtuous all her Thoughts ; 'twas now her time 
To bait each Hook, in every way to please. 
And the rich Prize with dextrous Hand to seize. 
She had no Virgin-Terrors ; she could stray 
In all Love's maze, nor fear to lose her way; 
Nay, could go niear the Precipice, nor dread 
A failing Caution or a giddy Head ; 
She 'd fix her eyes upon the roaring Flood, 
And dance upon the Brink where Danger stood. 

'Twas Nature all, she judg'd, in one so youngi 
To drop the Eye and falter in the Tongue; 
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To be about to take, and then conunand 
His daring Wish, and only view the Hand : 
Yes ! all was Nature ; it became a Maid 
Of gentle Soul f encourage Love afraid ;— 
He, so unlike the confident and bold, 
Would fly in mute Despair to find her cold : 
The young and tender Germ requires the Sun 
To make it spread ; it must be smil'd upon. 
Thus the kind Virgin gentle means devis'dy 
To gain a Heart so fond, a Hand so priz'd y 
More gentle still she grew, to change her way, 
Would cause Confusion, Danger, and Delay : 
Thus (an increase of Gentleness her mode), 
She took a plain, unvaried, certain road. 
And every hour believed Success was near, 
Till there was nothing left to hope or fear. 

It must be own'd that in this Strife of Hearts, 
Man has Advantage— has superior Arts : 
The Lover's Aim is to the Nymph unknown, 
Nor is she always certain of her own ; 
Or has her Fears, nor these can so disguise, 
But he who searches, reads them in her Eyes, 
In the avenging Frown, in the regretting Sighs: 
These are his signals, and he learns to st^r 
The straighter course, whenever they appear* 

< Pass we ten Years, and what was CUUtt% fiite^ 
At an Attorney's Board alert she sate, 
Not legal Mistress : he with other Men 
Once sought her Hand, but other Views were then $ 
And when he knew he might the Bliss conunand, 
He other Blissing sought, withi^ut the Hand ; 
For still he felt alive the lambent Fbime, 
And offer'd her a Home,— -and home she came. 
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There, tlKnif^ her higher Frienddiipe liv'd no more^ 
She loVfl to speak of what she shar'd before— 
^ Of the dear Lueyy Heiress of tte Hall,— • 
^ Of good Sir P^l^r,— of their annual Ball, 
*^ And the fair Coontess!— Oh ! she loVd them all?^ 
The humbler Clients of her Friend would stare. 
The knowing smile^ — but neither caus'd her care ; 
She brought her Spirits to her humble State, 
And sooth'd with idle Dreams her frowning Fate. 



' Ten Sununers pass'd, and how was CkUa then?* — 
Alas ! she suffered in this trjdng Ten ; 
The Pair had parted : who to him attend, 
Must judge the Nymph unfaithful to her Friend ; 
But who on her would equal faith bestow. 
Would think him rash,— and surely she must know. 

Then as a Matron Cldia taught a School, 
But Nature gave not Talents fit for Rule : 
Yet now, though Marks of wasting Years were seen, 
Some touch of Sorrow, some attack of Spleen ; 
Still there was Life, a Spirit quick and gay. 
And lively Speech and elegaut Array. 

The GriffirCs Landlord these allur'd so far, 
He made her Mistress of his Heart and Bar ; 
He bad no idle retrospective whim, 
Till she was his, her Deeds coneem'd not him : 
So far was well, — but Clelia thought not fit 
(In all the Grijffin needed) to submit : 
Gaily to dress and in the Bar preside,. 
Sooth'd the poor spirit of degraded Pride; 
But cooking, waiting, welcoming a Crew * 
Of noisy Guests, were arts she never knew : 
Hence daily "Wars, with temporary Trncc, 
His vulgar Insult, and her keen Abuse ; 
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And Bs their Spirits wasted in the Strife, 
Both took the Griffin's ready aid of life ; 
But she with greater prndence— /forry tried 
More powerful aid, and in the trial died ; 
Yet drew down Vengeance : in no distant time^ 
Th' insolvent Grifin struck his wings sublime— 
Forth from her Palace walkM th' ejected Queen, 
And show'd to frowning Fate a look serene ; 
Gay spite of Time, though poor, yet well attired. 
Kind without love, and vain if not admired. 

Another Term is past ; ten other Yean 
In various Trials, Troubles, Views, and Fears ! 
Of these some paiis'd in small Attempts at Trade ; 
Houses she kept for Widowers lately made ; 
For now she said, ^ They ^1 miss th' endearing Friendf 
*' And I '11 be there the soften'd Heart to bend :" 
And true a part was done as Clelia plann'd — 
The Heart was soften'd, but she miss'd the Hand. 
She wrote a Novel, and Sir Dmys said, 
The Dedication was the best he read ; 
But EdgewwrthSy Smiths, and Raddiffes so engrofts'd 
The public Ear, that all her Pains were lost 
To keep a Toy-shop vras attempt the last, 
There too she foiled, and Schemes and Hopes were past 

Now friendless, sick and old, and wanting Bread, 
The first-bom Tears of fallen Pride were shed — 
True, bitter Tears ; and yet that wounded Pride, 
Among the Poor, for poor Distinctions sigh'd. 
Though now her Tales were to her Audience fit \ 
Though loud her Tones, and vulgar grown her Wit \ 
Though now her Dress— (but let me not explain 
The piteous Patch-work of the needy-vain. 
The flirtish Form to coarse materials lent. 
And one poor Robe through fifty fiuhions tent) ; 
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Though all within was sad, without was mean, — 

Still 'twas her wish, her comfort to be seen : 

She would to Plays on lowest terms resort. 

Where once her Box was to the Beaux a Court ; 

And, strange delight ! to that same House, where she 

Joined in the Dance, all gaiety and glee, 

Now with the Menials crowding to the wall, 

She 'd see, not share, the Pleasures of the Ball, 

And with degraded Vanity unfold. 

How she too triumphed in the Years of old. 

To her poor Friends 'ds now her Pride to tell 

On what a height she stood before she feU; 

At Church she points to one tall Seat, and ^' There 

** We sat," she cries, " when my Papa was Mayor * 

Not quite correct in what she now relates. 

She alters Persons, and she forges Dates ; 

And finding Memory's weaker help decayed, 

She boldly calls Invention to her Aid. 

Touch'd by the Pity he had felt before. 
For her Sir Deny$ op 'd the Aims-House Door ; 
" With all her Faults," he said, " the Woman knew 
^^ How to distingnish-^had a Manner too ; 
^^ And, as they say, she is allied to some 
'* In decent station— let the Creature come," 

Here she and Blaney meet, and take their yiew 
Of all the Pleasures they would still pursue : 
Hour after hour they sit, and nothing hide 
Of Vices past ; their Follies are their pride ; 
What to the Sober and the Cool are Crimes, 
They boast — exulting in those happy Times ; 
The darkest Deeds no indignation raise. 
The purest Virtue never wins their pr^se ; 
But still they on their ancient Joys dilate, 
Still with regret departed Glories state. 
And mourn their grievous Fs^U, and cursetheir rigorous 
Fate. 



LETTER XVI. 
INHABITANTS OF THE ALMS-HOUSE. 



BENBOW. 



»#i#>»»#<»##i» 



Thov art the Knight of the Barnfnf Lamp—If thou wast any 
way gireii to Tirtoe, I woold swear by thj face; my oath thenld 
be by this flre. Oh ! thou *rt a perpetual triumph, thou hast 
saved me a thousand Marks in links and torches, walking la a 
night betwixt tavern and tavern. 

• ^akspeare. 



Bbvlctas tlbl Ada comes, tibl liuzus, et atris 
Cirsa te semper voUtana lafamia penuis. 

Silius lUIiens. 



LETTER XVI. 



BENBOfV, 

An improper Ccmpamonfar thi Btdgemen qf the Aktw 
Botue. — HereeemhUe Bardolph. — L^ m Trade if$ 
hie Father. — Contracte uaeleee Friendshipe. — Hie 
Friende drink with fttm, and emphy othere, — Called 
worthy and homeetl Why.-^Effect qf *Whie on the 
Mvnd ^ Man, — ^Benbow's comm/m Snl^eet — the 
Praiee qf departed Friende and Patrone, — ^'Squire 
Asgill, at the Grange : hie Mannere, Servante, FrUnds, 
— TVue to hie Chruch: ought thertfore to be^ared^^- 
Hie Son*e different Coiiduct.^Vexatian qfthe Fathe/e 
Spirit if admitted to see the AUeration: — Captain 
DowliDg, a boon Companionf ready to drink at aU 
Timee, and uith any Company: famous* in his CUtb- 
room, — His easy Departure, — Dolly Murrey, a Mai' 
den advanced in Years : abides by Ratafia and Cards, 
'^Her free Manners, — Her SkUl in the Game, — Her 
preparation and Death, — ^Benbow, how intem^ed : 
his Submission, 

See ! yonder Badgeman, with that glotiring Face, 
A Meteor shining in this, sober Place ; 
Vast Sums were paid, and many Years were past^ 
Ere Gems so rich around their Radiance cast! 
Such was the fiery Front that Bardolph wore, 
Guiding his Master to the Tavern-door ; 
There first that Meteor rose, and there alone^ 
In its due Place, the rich Effulgence shone ; 
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But this strange Fire the Seat of Peace ioTiides, 
And shinet portentouH in these solemn Shades. 

Benbow, a boon Companion, long approved 
By jovial Sets, and (as he thought) belov'd, 
Was judg'd as one to Joy and Friendship prone, 
And deem'd injurious to himself alone ; 
Gen'rous and free, he paid but small regard 
To Trade, and fail'd ; and some declared << 'twas hard :*^ 
These were his Friends-^his Foes conceiy'd the case 
Of common kind ; he sought and found Disgrace : 
The reasoning few, who neither scom'd nor loVd, 
His Feelings pitied and his Faults reprov'd. 

BenbmOf the Father, left Possessions faur, 
A worthy Name and Business to his Heir ; 
Bmbaw the Son, those fair Possessions sold, 
And lost his Credit, while he spent the Gold : 
He was a jovial Trader: Men enjo/d 
The Night with him; his Day was unemployed ; 
So when his Credit and his Cash were spent, 
Here, by mistaken Pity, he was sent ; 
Of late he came, with Passions unsubdued. 
And shared and curs'd the hated Solitude, 
Where gloomy Thoughts arise, where grievous Cares 
intrude. 

Known but in Drink, — he found an easy Friend, 
Well pleased his Worth and Honour to commend ; 
And thus informed, the Guardian of the Trusts 
Heard the Applause and said the Claim was just ; 
A worthy Soul! unfitted for the Strife, 
Care and Contention of a busy life ; — 
Worthy, and why P — ^that o'er the Midnight Bowl 
He made his Friend the Partner of his Soul, 
And any Man his Friend: — ^then thus in glee^ 
<< I speak my Mind, I love the Truth," quoth he; . 

n 
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Till 'twas his fate that lueAil Truth to find, 
Tis sometiiiies prudent not to speak tbe Mind. 

With Wine inflated, Man is all npblown. 
And feels a Power which he belieyes bis own; 
With FUicy soaring to the Skies, he thinks 
His all the Virtues all the while he drinks ; 
But when the Gas from the BaUwm is gone, 
When sober Thoughts and serious Cares come on, 
Where then the Worth that in himself he found?— 
Vanish'd — and he sank grov'Ung on the Ground. 

Still some Conceit will Benbow*% Mind inflate, 
Poor as he is, — 'tis pleasant to relate 
The Joys he once possessed — it soothes his present 
State. 

Seated with some grey Beadsman, he regrets 
His former Feasting, though it swell'd his Debts; 
Topers once fam'd, his Friends in earlier days. 
Well he describes, and thinks Description Praise 
Each Hero's Worth with much delight he paints. 
Martyrs they were, and he would make them Saints. 

'^ Alas ! alas !'' Old England now may say, 
'^ My Glory. withers; it has had its Day: 
'' We 're fallen on evil Times ; Men read and think ; 
'^ Our bold forefathers lov'd to fight and drink. 

^' Then liv'd the good ' Squire AsgiU — ^what a change 
'' Has Death and Fashion shown us at the Grange ? 
'' He bravely thought it best became his Rank, 
'^ That all his Tenants and his Tradesmen drank ; 
'^ He was delighted from his favourite Room 
'< To see them 'cross the Park go daily home, 
<< Praising aloud the Liquor and the Host, 
" And striving who should venerate him most. 

*' No pride had he, and there was difference small 
'' Between the Master's and the Servants' Hall; 
'^ And here or there the Guests were welcome all. 
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" Of Heaven's free Gifts he took no special care, 

'< He never quarrerd for a simple Hare ; 

" But sought, by giving Sport, a Sportsman's name, 

*< Himself a Poacher though at other Game : 

'* He never planted nor inclos'd— his Trees 

<< Grew like himself, imtroubled and at ease : 

<< Bounds of all kinds he hated, and had felt 

<< Chok'd and imprisoned in a modem Belt, 

*' Which some rare Genius now has twin'd about 

'^ The good old House, to keep old Neighbours out : 

*< Along his Vallies, in the Evening-Hours, 

'< The Borough-Damsels strayed to gather Flowers, 

'' Or by the Brakes and Brushwood of the Park, 

<< To take their pleasant Rambles in the dark. 

^' Some Prudes, of rigid kind, forbore to call 
'^ On the kind Females— Favourites at the HaU ; 
'^ But better Natures saw, with much delight, 
'^ The different Orders of Mankind unite ; 
f^ Twas schooling Pride to see the Footman wait, 
'' Smile on his Sister and receive her Plate. 
. ^^ His Worship ever was a Churchman true, 
'f H% held in scorn the Methodistic Crew ; 
'' May Goil defend the Church, and save the King, 
<^ He M pray devoutly and divindy sing. 
" Admit that he the holy Day would spend 
^< As Priests approved not, still he was a Friend : 
^' Much then I blame the Preacher, as too nice, 
<^ To call such Trifles by the name of Vice; 
^^ Hinting, though gently and with cautious Speech, 
<< Of good Example— 'tis their Trade to preach : 
" But still 'twas pity, when the worthy 'Squire 
*^ Stuck to the Church ; what more could they require ? 
" TVas almost joining that fanatic Crew, 
" To throw sivh Morals at his Honour's Pew; 
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** A weaker Man, had he been so reviTd, 

*^ Had left the Place— he only swore and sndPd. 

** Bat think, ye Rectors and ye CorateSy tidnk, 
^' Who are your Friends, and at their Frailties wink ; 
*' Conceive not — ^roonnted on yonr Sonday-ThroAe, 
'' Yonr Fire-brands fall upon your Fott alone ; 
'* They strike yonr Patrons — and, should aD wtthdraw, 
" In whom yonr Mlsdoms may discern a flaw, 
^^ Yon would the Flower of all your Audience lose, ' 
** And spend yonr Crackers on their empty Pews. 

^ The Father dead, the Son has found a Wife, 
'' And lives a formal, proud, unsocial Life ;•» 
^ The Lands are now enclosed ; the Tenants aO, 
<' Save at a Rent-day, never see the Hall : 
'< No Lass is suffer^ o*er the Walks to come, 
<< And if there 's Love, they have it all at home. 

" Oh ! could the Ghost of our good 'Squire arise, 
" And sec such Change ; would it believe its Eyes? 
" Would it not glide about from place to place, 
" And mourn the Manners of a feebler Race? 
" At that long Table, where the Servants found 
" Mirth and Abundance while the Year went round ; 
" Where a huge Pollard on the Winter-l&re, 
<< At a huge distance made them all retire ; 
" Where not a Measure in the Room was kept, 
" And but one Rule— they tippled till they slept,— 
" There would it see a pale old Hag preside, 
" A thing made up of Stinginess and Pride ; 
" Who carves the Meat, as if the Flesh could feel, 
<< Careless whose Flesh must miss the plenteous Meal : 
" Here would the Ghost a small Coal-Fire behold, 
« Not fit to keep one Body from the Cdld; 
<< Then would it flit to higher Rooms, and stay 
<< To view a dull, drest Company at play ; 
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<< All the old Comfort, all the genial Fare 
'' For ever gone ! how sternly would it stare : 
'< And though it might not to their yiew appear, 
'' Twould cause among them Lassitude and Fear ; 
'< Then wait to see — ^where he Delight has seen— 
<^ The dire effect of Fretfulness and Spleen. 

•<< Such were the Worthies of these better Days ; 
<< We had their Blessings — ^they shall have our Praise. 

<< Of Co^otn DowHng would you hear me speak ? 
<< I 'd sit and sing Us Praises for a Week : 
'< He was a Man, and man-like all his Joy,— 
'< I 'm led to question was he ever Boy ? 
^< Beef was hb Breakfast $— if from Sea and Salt, 
<< It reUsh'd better with his Wine of Malt ; 
<< Then, till he din'd, if walking in or out, 
^* Whether the Gravel teaz'd him or the Gout, 
<^ Though short in Wind and flannerd every limb, 
^' He drank virith all who had Concerns with him : 
<' ^Vhatcver Trader, Agent, Merchant, came, 
^< They found him ready, every hour the same ; 
<< Whatever Liquors might between them pass, 
<' He took them all, and never balk'd his Glass : 
<< Nay, vnth the Seamen working in the Ship, 
^' At their request, he 'd share the Grog and Flip : 
^ But in the Cinb-room was his chief delight, 
<< And Punch the favourite liquor of the night ; 
<< Man after Man they from the trial shrank, 
<' And DowKng ever was the last who drank : 
<< Arriv'd at home, he, ere he sought his Bed, 
** With Pipe and Brandy would compose his Head ; 
'< Then half an hour vras o'er the News begulFd, 
'' When he retired as harmless as a chikL 
*^ Set but aside the Gravel and the Gout, 
'< And breathing short—his Sand ran fairly out. 

R3 
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<* At fifty-five we lost him— after that 
<< life growi insipid and its Plearares flat ; 
*^ He had indulged in all that Man can have, 
'* He did not drop a Dotard to his Grare ; 
«' Still to the last, his Feet upon the Chair^ 
^' With rattling Lungs now gone beyond repair ; 
<^ When on each feature Death had fix'd his stamp, 
^< And not a Doctor could the Body yamp i 
<< Still at the last, to his belov'd Bowl 
<< He clung, and cheered the sadness of his Soul ; 
<< For though A Man may not have much to fear, 
^* Yet Deatii looks ugly, when the view is near : 
<< — < I go,' he said, ' but still my Friends ;^haU say, 
*' Twas as a Man — I did not sneak away-; 
^< An honest life, with worthy Souls I 've spent,— 
** Come, fill my glass / — ^he took it and he went. 

« Poor DoUy Murrey I — ^I might live to see 
'^ My hundredth year, but no such Lass as she, 
*^ Easy by nature, in her Humour gay, 
<< She chose her comforts, Ratafia and Play : 
<< She loVd the social Game, the decent Glass ; 
<< And was a jovial, friendly, laughing Lass; 
<< We sat not then at fVhiat demure and still, 
'< But pass'd the pleasant hours at gay Quadrille: 
" Lame in her Side, we plac'd her in her seat, 
<* Her Hands were free, she car'd not for her Feet ; 
" As the Game ended, came the Glass around, 
" (So was the Loser cheer'd, the Winner crown'd.) 
" Mistress of Secrets, both the Young and Old 
" In her confided— not a Tale she told ; 
'^ Lo^ve never made impression on her Mind, 
^< She held him weak, and all his Captives blind ; 
" She suffered no Man her free Soul to vex, 
^* FreeiroTO the weakness of her gentle Sex ; 
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^* One with whom ours nmnov'd conversing sate, 
« In cool dijicnssion or in free debate. 

<< Once in her chair we 'd placed the good old Lass, 
<' M^here first she took her Preparation-Glass ; 
*^ By lucky thought she 'd been that day at Prayers, 
^< And long before had fix'd her small Affairs; 
<< So all was easy — on her Cards she cast 
<< A smiling look ; I saw the thought that pass'd : 
^ * A King/ she callM — though conscious of her skill, 
" * Do more,' I answer'd — ^ More/ she said, * I will / 
'^ And more she did— Cards answered to her call, 
*^ She saw the mighty to her mightier fall : 
" * A vole ! a vole !' she cried, * 'tis fairly won, 
^ ^ My Game is ended and my Work is done / — 
'^ This said, she gently, with a single sigh, 
" Died as one taught and practised how to die. 

<< Such were the Dead-departed ; I survive, 
^ To breathe in pain among the Dead-alive.'' 

The Bell then call'd these ancient Men to pray, 
" Again !" said Benbow, — ** tolls it every Day? 
<< Where is the life I led r— He sigh'd and walk'd his 
way. 
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LETTER XMI. 
THE HOSPITAL AND GOVERNORS. 



^sr^^^i^^x^^^ 



BlMted be the man who proFideth for the sick and nMdj : lh« 
Lord shall deliver him in time of troable. 



Qaas dederis, solas semper habebii opes. 

MartiaU 

Nil negart, et sese vel non poscentilms oiRBrt. 

Claudian. 



Decipias alios verbis Toltnqnebenifno; 
Nam mihi jam notas dissimulator etis. 

Martial. 
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THE HOSPITAL AND GOVERNORS. 

CkrisHan Charity anxious to provide for futwre «s kWI um 
pn$ent Miseries, — Hence the Hospital for the Diseased, 
— Description of a recovered Patient. — The BuUding : 
how erected. — The Patrons and Goicemors. — ^EusebiiiB. 
— The more active Manager if Business a moral and 
correct Contributor, — One of different Deseriptkn, — 
Goody the Result, however intemuxed with Imper* 
fectian. 



An ardent Spirit dwells with Christian Love, 
The £agle*s vigour in the pitying DoTe; 
'Tis not enough that we with Sorrow sigh. 
That we the Wants of pleading Man supply; ' 
That we in sympathy with Sufferers feel. 
Nor hear a Grief without a wish to heal \ 
Not these suffice — ^to Sickness, Pain, and Wo, 
The Christian Spirit loves with Aid to go ; 
Will not be sought, waits not for Want to plead. 
But seeks the Duty — nay, prevents the Need ; 
Her utmost Aid to every 111 applies. 
And plans Relief for coming Miseries. 

Hence yonder Building rose : on either side 
Far stretch'd the Wards, all airy, warm, and wide j 
And every Ward has Beds by Comfort spread. 
And smoothed for him who suffers on the Bed : 
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There all have KfaidneM, most Relief^— for some 

Is Cure complete, — it is the Sufferer's Home : 

Fevers and chronic Ills, corrocfing Pains, 

Each accidental mischief Man sustains; 

Fractures and Wounds, and withered limbs and lame, 

With all that, slow or sudden, vex our Frame, 

Have here attendance — Here the Sufferers lie, . 

(Where Love and Science every aid apply,) 

And heal'd with Rapture live, or sooth'd by Comfort die. 

See ! one relieved from Anguish, and to-day 
Allow'd to walk and look an hour away; 
Two months confined by Fever, Frenzy, Pain', 
He comes abroad and is himself again : 
'Twas in the Spring, when carried to the Place, 
The Snow fell down and melted in his face. 

Tis Summer now ; all Objects gay and new. 
Smiling alike the Viewer and the View : 
He stops as one unwilling to advance. 
Without another and another glance ; 
With what a pure and simple joy he sees 
Those Sheep and Cattle browning at their ease ; 
Easy himself, there 's nothing breathes or moves. 
But he would cherish — ^all that lives he loves : 
Observing every Ward as round he goes. 
He thinks what Pain, what Danger they enclose ; 
Warm in his wish for all who suffer there. 
At every view he meditates a Prayer : 
No evil Counsels in his Breast abide. 
There Joy and Love, and Gratitude reside. 

The wish that Roman Necks in one were found. 
That he who formM the wish might deal the wound, 
This Man had never heard ; but of the kind, 
Is that desire which rises in his Mind ; - " 

He 'd have all English Hands (for further he 
Cannot conceive extends our Charity), 
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All bat his own, in one right-hand td grow^. 
And then what hearty shake would he bestow. 

« How rose the Baildin|^ ?"— Piety first kid 
A strong Foundation, but she wanted aid ; 
To Wealth nnwieldy was her prayer addresi'dy , 
Who largely gave, and she the Donor bl^d: 
Unwieldy Wealth then to his conch withdrew. 
And took the sweetest sleep he ever knew. 

Then busy Vanity sustained her part, 
<' And much/' she said, ^* it mov'd her tender Heart; 
'< To her all kinds of Man's Distress frere known, 
" And all her Heart adopted as its own." 

Then Science came— his talents he displayed. 
And Charity with joy the Dome snnrey'd ; 
Skill, Wealth, and Vanity, obtain the fiune, . 
And Piety, the joy that makes no claim. 

Patrons there are, and Governors, from vdiom 
The greater Aid and guiding Orders come ; 
Who voluntary Cares and Labours take, 
ITie Sufferers' Servants for the Service' sake ; 
Of these a part I give you — but a part, — 
Some Hearts are hidden, some have not a Heart. 

First let me praise — for so I best shall paint 
That pious Moralist, that reasoning Saint ! • 
Can I of worth like thine, Euaebiusy speak ? 
The Man is willing, but the Muse is weak -, — 
'Tis thine to wait on Wo ! to soothe ! to heal f 
With Learning social, and polite with Zeal : 
In thy pure Breast, although the Passions dwell. 
They 're train'd by Virtue and no more rebel ; 
But have so long been active on her side, 
lliat Passion now might be itself the Guide. 

Law, Conscience, Honour, all obe/d ; all give . 
Th' approving voice, and make it bliss to live *, 
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While Faith, when Life can nothing more tnpply. 
Shall strengthen Hope and make it bliss to die. 

He preaches, speaks and writes witii manly Sense, 
No w«ik Neglect, no labonr'd Eloquence ; 
Goodness and Wisdom are in all his ways. 
The Rude revere him and the Wicked praise. 

Upon Homiiity his Virtues grow, 
And t6wer so high because so fix'd below ; 
As wider spreads the Oak his boughs around. 
When deeper with his Roots he digs the solid ground. 

By him, from Ward to Ward, is every aid . 
The Sufferer needs, with every care convey'd : 
like the good Tree he brings his Treasure forth. 
And, like the Tree, unconscious of his worth : 
Meek as the poorest Publican is he. 
And strict as lives the straitest Pharisee ; 
Of both, in him unite the better part, 
The blameless Conduct and the humble Heart. 

Yet he escapes not ; he, with some, is wise 
In carnal things, and loves to moralize : 
Others can doubt, if all that Christian Care 
Has not its price — there 's something he may share: 
But this and ill severer he sustains, 
As Gold the fire, and as unhurt remains ; 
When most revil'd, although he feels the smart, 
It wakes to nobler Deeds the wounded Heart, 
As the rich Olive, beaten for its fruit. 
Puts forth at every bruise a bearing shoot. 

A second Friend we have, whose Care and >Seal 
But few can equal — ^few indeed can feel ; 
He Wd a life obscure, and Profits made 
In the coarse habiti of a vulgar Trade. 
His Brother, Master of a Hoy, he loVd 
So well, that he tiie calling disapproved : 

s 
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^ Alai ! poor TemT the Tiindiiian oft would ligh. 
When tiie Gale freshened and the Waves ran Itigh, 
And when they parted, with a tear he 'd say, 
*' No more adventure ! — here in safety stay/' 
Nor did he feign ; with more than half he had, 
He woold have kept the Seaman, and been glad. 

Alas f how few resist, when strongly tried — 
A rich Relation's nearer Kinsman died ; 
He sicken'd, and to him the Tjindman went. 
And all his hours with Cousin Ephndm spent. 
This ThomoM heard, and car'd not : '< I,'' quoth he, 
'' Have one in Port upon the watch for me." 
So Epkrakn died, and when the Will was shown, 
Isaac the Landman, had the whole his own : 
Who to his Brother sent a moderate Purse, 
Which he retum'd, in anger, with his Curse ; 
Tlien went to Sea, and made his Grog so* strong, 
He died before he could forgive the wrong. 

The rich Man built a House, both large and high, 
He enterM in and set him down to sigh ; 
He planted ample Woods and Gardens fair. 
And walk'd with Anguish and Compunction there : 
The rich Man's Pines to every Friend a treat. 
He saw with pain and he refused to eat ; 
riis daintiest Food, his richest Wines, were^ 
Turn*d by Remorse to Vinegar and Gall : 
The softest Down, by living body pressed. 
The rich Man bought, and tried to take his rest ; 
But Care had Thorns upon his Pillow spread, 
And scattered Sand and Nettles in his Bed : 
Nervous he grew, — ^would often sigh and groan, 
He talk'd but little, and he walk'd alone ; 
Till by his Priest convinc'd, that from one Deed 
Of genuine Love would Joy and Health proceed ; 
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He firom that time with Care and Zeal began 
To seek and soothe the Krievoas ills of Man ; 
And as his Hands their Aid to Grief apply. 
He learns to smile and he forgets to sigh. 

Now he can drink- his Wine and taste his Food, 
And feel the Blessings, Heav'n has dealt, are good -, 
And, since the Snfiering seek the rich Man's Door, 
He sleeps as soundly as when yonng and poor. 

Here much he gives — is argent more to gain ; 
He begs— rich Beggars seldom sue in yain : 
Preachers most fam*d, he moves, the Crowd to move, 
And never wearies in the work of Love : 
He rules all Business, settles all Afiairs, 
He makes Collections, he directs Repairs ; 
And if he wronged one Brother, — ^Heav'n forgive 
The Man by whom so many Brethren live ! 

Then, 'mid our Signatures, a Name appears. 
Of one for Wisdom fam'd above his Years ; 
And these were forty : he was from his Youth- 
A patient Searcher after useful Truth : 
To Language little of his time he gave, 
To Science less, nor was the Muse's Slave ; 
Sober and grave, his College sent him down, 
A fair Example for his native Town. 

Slowly he speaks and with such solemn air, 
You 'd think a Socrates or Solon there ; 
For though a Christian, he *b disposed to draw 
His Rules fiom Reason's and from Nature's Law. 

<< Know," he exclaims, ^' my fellow Mortals, know, 
*< Virtue alone is Happiness below ; 
'< And what is Virtue ? Prudence first to choose 
^* Life's real good, — the evil to refuse y 
'< Add Justice then, the' eager hand to ludd, 
<< To curb the lust of Power and thirst of Gold ; 
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<* Join Taap'nuMS nest, tint dKcrMHeritti 
*" And Fortitiide vMOf'd, tint oon^IMn a 

HetpeikSyandlo! — the vcrf Mm jon see, i 

Prndent and teapentey just and pntieBt he. 
By Pradenee tangbt Us worldly Wealtii to keep, 
No FoQy wastes, no Avarice swells tiw keap : 
He BO Man's Debtor, no Man's Patrai lives; 
Save sound Advice, be nehber asks nor gives ; 
By no vain Thoogbts or erring Fancy sw^f'd, 
His words are weighty, or at least are vreigVd ; 
Teap'rate fai every Flaoe— abroad, at boiK, 
Tbence will Applaose, and hence vrin Profit COMB ; 
And Health from other he in time prepares 
For Sickness, Age, and their attendant Cares, 
Bat not for Fancy's IHs ;-^i4ie never grieves 
For Love that woimds or Friendship that deceives ; 
Wm patient Soul endures what Heav'n ordains, 
Bnt neither feels nor fears ideal Pains. 

^ Is angiit then wanted in a Man so wise?^*- 
Alas ! — I think he wants Infirmities ; 
He wants the Ties that knit us to our Kind — 
The cheerful, tender, soft, complacent Mind, 
That would the Feelings, which he dreads, excite. 
And make the Virtues he approves delight ; 
What dying Martyrs, Saints and Patriots feel. 
The strength of Action and the warmth of Zeal. 

Again attend ! — and see a Man whose cares 
Are nicely plac'd on either World's Affsurs, — 
Merchant and Saint ; 'tis doubtful if he knows 
To which account he most regard bestows ; 
Of both he keeps his Ledger: — there he reads 
Of gamAil Ventures and of godly Deeds; 
There all he gets or loses find a place, 
A lucky Bargain and a lack of Grace. 
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The Joys abore this pmdent Man invite' 
To pay bis tax—- Devotion !^*day and night ; 
The Pains of HeU his tunid Bosom awe. 
And force Obedience to the Church's Law : 
Hence that continual Thought, — ^that solemn Ai]r,-i- 
Those sad good Works, and that laborious Prayen 

All these (when Conscience, wakened and afraid. 
To think how Avarice caUs and is obey'd) 
He in his Journal finds, and for his Grief 
Obtains the transient Opium of Relief. 

*< Sink not/ my Soul! — ^my Spirit, rise and look 
'< O'er the fair Entries of this precious Book : 
** Here are the Sins, our Debts ; — this fairer ride 
'^ Has what to carnal Wish our Strength denied ; 
'^ Has those religious Duties every day 
'< Paid, — which* so few upon the Sabbath pay ; 
'' Here too are Conquests over frail Desires, 
** Attendance due on all the Church requires ; 
'* Then Ahns I give— for I beHeve the Word 
<< Of Holy Writ, and lend unto the Lord, 
^< And if not all th' importunate demand, 
'^ The fear of Want restrains my ready Hand ; 
** — ^Behold ! what Sums I to the Poor resign, 
** Sums plac'd in Heaven's ow^ Book, as well as mine : 
^ Rest then, my Spirit ! — Fdstings, Prayers and Ahns, 
** Will soon suppress these idly-rais'd Alarms, 
*^ And weigh'd against our Frailties, set in view 
*' A noble Balance in our favour due : 
*' Add that I yearly here affix my Name, 
*^ Pledge for large Payment— 4iot from love of Fame, 
** But to make Peace within ; — ^that Peace to make, 
^< What Sums I lavish ! and what Gains forsake ! 
^* Cheer up, my Heart! — let's cast off every doubt, 
^ Pray without dread, and place our Mcmey out." 

s3 
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Snch the Rellgioo of a Mind that steen 
Its way to Blissy between its Hopes and Fears ; 
Whose Passions in dne bounds each other keep, 
And thus subdued, they murmur till they sleep ; 
Whose Virtues all their certain limits know, 
like well-dried Herbs that neither fade nor grow ; 
Who for Success and Safety ever tries. 
And with both Worlds alternately complies. 

Such are the Guardians of this blest Estate, 
Whatever without, they 're prais'd within the Gate ; 
That they are Men, and have their Faults, is true, 
But here their Worth alone appears in view : 
The Muse indeed, who reads the very Breast, 
Has something of the Secrets there expressed. 
But yet in Charity -, — and when she sees 
Such means for Joy or Comfort, Health or Eflie, 
And knows how much united Minds effect, 
She almost dreads their Failings to detect ; 
But Truth commands : — in Man's erroneous kind. 
Virtues and Frailties mingle in the Mind, 
Happy ! — when Fears to public Spirit movoy 
And even Vices to the work of Love. 



#^#<^«s^#^«s^' 



LETTER XVIIl. 
THE POOR AND THEIR DWELLINGS. 



Bene Paapertti 
HvmiU teeto'coDteaU Utet. 

Seneca* 

OmnM qniba' rei mat minv* leeond*, mtfi* rant 

neielo qoo modo 
Snsplcietls'ad centnmelian omnin tcclpiunt mafis; 
Propter raim impotentlaai le wmper crednnt a^lisl. 

Terent. in Adeljih. Act 4. Seen. S. 

Sbow not to tbe Poor thj pride. 

Let their home a cottage be; 
If or the feeble body hide 

In a pafaMe lit for thee; 

Let him not about him lee 
Lofty celling*, ample halls. 

Or a gate hit boundary be, 
TVhere nor friend or kinsman calls. 

Let him not one walk behold, 

That only one which he must tread, 
Mor a chamber large and cold. 

Where the ag*d and tick are led; 

Better fkr his hnmble shed. 
Humble sheds of nei^bours by. 

And the old and tatter*d bed. 
Where he sleeps and hopes to die. 

To quit of torpid slngglshnem the care. 
And flrem the pow*rfal arms of sloth be fkvc, 
*Tls rising flrom the dead— Alas! it cannot bcp 

Thomson's Cattle nf Indcflcnce. 
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THE POOR AND THEIR DWELLINGS. 

The Method qf treaihig the Bonmgh Pmifen.-^Mmg 
mauUamed at their tmm DweUmga, — Somte Characters 
1/ the Poor,— The Schoot-mietren, whem vged^-^The 
Idiot.— The poor SaUar.—The dedmed Tradesuum 
and his Companiom. — This eoatrasted with the Mauh 
temmce qf the Poor in a eommem Mamnas erected by 
the Hundred.— The Ol^eetums io this Method: Not 
Wanty nor Cruelty^ but the necessary EvUe qf this 
Mode.— What they are.— Instances oT the EviL—A 
Return to the Borough-Poor. — The DweUings tf thess^ 
— The Lanes and Bye- Ways. — No Attention here paid 
to Convenience. — The Pools in the Path-Ways.^-' 
Amusements qf Sea-Poj't Children. — The Town-Flonu 
-^ Herbs on WaUs and vacant Spaces.-^ A fenude 
Inhabitant qf an Alley. — A large Building let to 
several poor Inhabitants. — Their Manners and Habits, 



X ES ! we've our Borough-ViceSy and I know 
How far they spread, how rapidly they grow ; 
Yet think not Virtue quits the bnsy Place, 
Nor Charity, the Virtues' Crown and Orace. 

* Our Poor, how feed we ?' — ^To the most we give 
A weekly Dole, and at their Homes they live j^— 
Others together dwell,-^but when they come 
To the low Roof, they see a kind of Homt, 
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A social People whom they 've ever knoYTOy 

With their own Thoughts and Manners like their own. 

At her old House, her Dress, her Air the same, 
I see mine ancient Letter-loving Dame : 
*^ Learning, my Child," said she, '^ shall Fame com- 

<< mand; 
*^ Learning is better worth than House or Land—* 
'' For Houses perish, Lands are gone and spent; 
'^ Li Learning then excel, for that's most excellent.'* 
^ And what her Learning^ — ^TSe with awe to look ' 
In every Verse throughout one sacred Book; 
From this her Joy, her Hope, her Peace is sought ; 
This she has leam'd, and she is noUy taught. 

If aught of mine have gain'd the public Ear ; 
If RiTTLAND deigns these humble Tales to hear ; 
If Critics pardon, what my Friends approved ; 
Can I mine ancient Widow pass unmoVd ? 
Shall I not think what pains the Matron took, 
When first I trembled o'er the gilded Book? 
How she, all patient, both at Eve and Mom, 
Her Needle pointed at the guarding Horn ; 
And how she sooth'd me, when with Study tad, 
I' laboured on to reach the final Zad? 
Shall I not grateful still the Dame survey, 
And ask the Muse the Poet's Debt to pay? 

Nor I alone, who hold a Trifler's Pen, 
But half our Bench of wealthy, weighty Men, 
Who rule our Borough, who enforce our Laws ; 
They own the Matron as the leading Cause, 
And feel the pleasing Debt, and pay the just Applause : 
To her own House is borne the Week's Supply; 
There she in credit lives, tiieir hopes in peace to die. 

With her a harmless Idiot we behold. 
Who hoards up Silver Shells for shining Gold ; 
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These he preserves, with unremitted care, 
To bay a Seat, and reign the Borough's Mayor : 
Ahis ! — ^who could th' ambitious Changeling tell^ 
That what he sought our Rulers dai^d to sell ? 
Near these a Sailor, in that Hut of Thatch 
(A Fish-Boafs Cabin is its nearest match), 
Dwells, and the Dungeon is to him a Seat, 
Large as he wishes — in his view complete : 
A lockless Coffer and a lidless Hutch 
That hold hb Stores, have room for twice as much: 
His one spare Shirt, long Glass and Iron Box, 
lie all in view; no need has he for Locks: 
Here he abides, and, as our Strangers pass, 
He shows the Shipping, he presents the Glass ; 
He makes (imask'd) their Ports and Business known. 
And (kindly heard) turns quickly to his own, 
Of noble Captains, Heroes every one, — 
You might as soon have made the Steeple run : 
And then his Mess-mates, if you 're pleas'd to stay^ 
He Ml one by one the gallant Souls display, 
And as the Story verges to an end. 
He Ml wind from Deed to Deed, from Friend to Friend ; 
He Ml speak of those long lost, the Brave of old, 
As Princes gen'rous and as Heroes bold ; 
Then will his Feelings rise, till you may trace 
Gloom, like a Cloud, frown o'er his nmnly Face,— 
And then a Tear or two, which sting his Pride } 
These he will dash indignantly aside. 
And splice his Tale ; — now take him from his Cot, 
And for some cleaner Birth exchange his Lot, 
How will he all that cruel Aid deplore ? 
His Heart will break and he will fight no more. 
Here is the poor old Merchant : he declin'd^ 
And, as they say, is not in perfect Mind ; 
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In his poor House, with one poor maiden Fricutl, 
Quiet he paces to his Journey's end. 

Bich in his Youth, he traded and he fail'd ; 
Again he tried, again his Fate prevail'd ; 
His Spirits low and his Exertions small, 
He fell perforce, he seem'd decreed to fall : 
Like the gay Knight, unapt to rise was he, 
But downward sank with sad alacrity. 
A Borough-Place we gained him — in disgrace 
For gross Neglect, he quickly lost the Place ; 
But still he kept a kind of sullen Pride, 
Striving his Wants to hinder or to hide : 
At length, compelled by very Need, in grief 
He wrote a proud Petition for Relief. 

" He did suppose a fall, like his, would prove 
'^ Of force to wake their Sympathy and Love; 
^' Would make them feel the Changes all may know, 
<< And stir them up a due Regard to show." 

His Suit was granted; — to an ahcient Maid, 
Reliev'd herself, Relief for him was paid : 
Here they together (meet Companions) dwell. 
And dismal Tales of Man's Misfortunes tell : . 
<< 'Twas pot a World for them, God help them! they 
'< Could not deceive, nor flatter, nor betray : 
^^ But there 's a happy Change, a Scene to come, 
^< And they, God help them ! shall be soon at home." 

If these no Pleasures nor Enjoyments gain. 
Still none their Spirits nor their Speech restrain ; 
They sigh at ease, 'mid Comforts they complain. 
The Poor will grieve, the Poor will weep and sigh. 
Both when they know, and when they know not why ; 
But we our Bounty with such care bestow, 
That cause for grieving they shall seldom know. 

Your Plan I love not ; — ^with a number yon 
Have plac'd your Poor, your pUiBblefe.Ni\ 
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Tbere, Id ooe IkMse, tkrooglioBt tlwir livoi l» be, 
Tbe Ptaper-Palace which they hate to see: 
That Giant-Boadiiif , that high-bomidiiif WaD, 
Those bare-worn Walks, that lofty thand'riiig BUI! 
That large load Clock, which tolls each dreaded Hear, 
Those Gates and Locks, and all those Signs of Power : 
It is a Prison, with a milder name. 
Which few inhabit withont dread or shaaw. 

Be it agreed — the Poor who Mther come. 
Partake of Plenty, seldom found at home ; 
That airy Rooms and decent Beds are meant. 
To give tiie Poor by day, by night. Content ; 
That none are frigfaten'd, once admitted here. 
By the stem Looks of lordly Overseer: 
Grant that the Guardians of the Phu» attend, 
And ready ear to each Petition lend ; 
That they desire tbe grieving Poor to diow 
What Ills they fed, what partial Acts they know, 
Not vrithout Promise, nay Desire to heal 
Each Wrong they suffer and each Wo diey fed. 

Alas! their Sorrows in their Bosoms dwell. 
They 've much to suffer, but have nought to tell ; 
They have no Evil in the Place to state, 
And dare not say, it is the House they hate : 
They own there's granted all such Place can give, 
But live repining, for 'tis there tiiey live. 

Grandsires are there, who now no more must see, 
No more must nurse upon the trembling knee 
Tbe lost loVd Daughter's infant Progejy : 
Like Death's dread Mansion, this allows not place 
For joyful Meetings of a kindred Race. 

Is not the Matron there, to whom the Son 
Was wont at each declining day to run; 
He (when his toil was over) gave delight, 
By liftiDg up tbe latc\i, and ou^ « Owid Ni^ht"? . 
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Yes ; she is here, bat nightly to her door 
The Son, still lab'ring, can return no more. 
Widows are here, who in their Hats were left, 
Of Husbands, Children, Plenty, Ease bereft; 
Yet all that Grief within the hamble Shed 
''Was soften'd, softenM in the hamble Bed : 
Bat here, in^all its force, remains the Grrief, 
And not one soft'ning object for relief. 

Who can, when here, the social Neighbour meet? 
Who learn the Story current in the Street? 
Who to the long-known Intimate impart 
Facts they have leam'd or Feelings of tiie Heart? — 
They talk indeed, but who can choose a Friend, 
Or seek Companions at their Journey's end? 

Here are not those whom they, when Infants, knew ; 
Who, with like Fortune, up to Manhood grew; 
Who, with like Troubles, at old Age arriVd ; 
Who, like themselves, the Joy of Life surviVd; 
Whom Time ai^d Custom so familiar made, 
That Looks the Meaning in the Mind conyey'd : 
But here to Strangers, Words nor Looks impart 
The various Movements of the suffering Heart; 
Nor will tiiat Heart with tiiose Alliance own. 
To whom, its Views and Hopes are all unknown. 

Whsttf if no grievous Fears their lives annoy, 
Js it not worse no Prospects to enjoy? 
Tls cheerless living in such bounded View, 
With nothing dreadful, but with nothing new; 
Nothing to1>ring them Joy, to make them weep/-*- 
The Day itsaif is, like the Night, asleep : 
Or on the Sameness, if a break be made, 
'TIS by some Pauper to his Grave conveyed ; 
By smuggled News from neighboring Village told^ 
News never true, or Truth a twelve-moilth old ; 

T 
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By some new Imnte doom'd with tliem to dwdl. 
Or Justice eone to see tint all goes weQ; 
Or chaage of Room, or bow of LeaTe to crawl 
On the black Footway windii^ with tfie Wall, 
HD the stem Bell forbids, or Mastei^s stener GaU. 

Here too the Mother sees her ChOdreii trabi'd, 
Her Voice excluded and her Feelings pain'd : 
Who govern here, by general Holes OMist move, 
Where mthless Custom rends the Bond of liove. 
Nations we know have Nature's Law tnnsgress'd, 
And snatch'd the Infant from the Parent's breast; 
But still for public good the Boy was train'd. 
The Mother suffered, but the Matron gain'd: 
Here Nature's outrage serves no cause to aid. 
The 111 is felt, but not the ^jiarten made. 

Then too I own, it grieves me to behold 
Those ever virtuous, helpless now and old, 
By all for Care and Industry approved. 
For Truth respected, and for Temper lov'd ; 
And who, by Sickness and Misfortune tried. 
Gave Want its worth and Poverty its pride : 
I own it grieves me to behold them sent 
From theb old Home ; 'tis Pain, 'tis Punishment, 
To leave each Scene familiar, every Face, 
For a new People and a stranger Race ; 
For those who, sunk in Sloth and dead to Shame, 
From Scenes of Guilt with daring Spirits came ; 
Men, just and guileless, at such Manners start. 
And bless their God that Time has fenc'd their Heart, 
Confirm'd their Virtue, and expell'd the Fear 
Of Vice in Minds so simple and sincere. 

Here the good Pauper, losing all the Praise 
By worthy Deeds acquired in better days. 
Breathes a f^ Months, then to his Chamber led, 
£zpireS; while Strangei« i^t^\^<& xo^aaid his Bed. 
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The gratefal Hunter, when his Hone is old. 
Wills not the useless Favonrite to be sold ; 
He knows his former Worth, and gives hhn place 
In some fair Pasture, till he runs his Race: 
But has the Liabourer, has the Seaman done 
Less worthy Service, though not dealt to one? 
Shall we not then contribute to their Ease, 
In their old Haunts where ancient Objects pleaie? 
That, till their Sight shall fail them, they may trace 
The well-known Prospect and tiie long-loy'd Face. 

The noble Oak, in distant Ages seen, 
With far-stretch'd Boughs andFoUage fresh and greeo. 
Though now its bare and forky Branches show 
How much it lacks the vital Warmth below, 
The stately Ruin yet our Wonder gaind, 
Nay, moves our Pity, witiiout thought of Pains: 
Mnch more shall real Wants and Cares of Age 
Our gentler Passions in their cause engage ; — 
Drooping and burthen'd with a weight of Years, 
What venerable ruin Man appears! 
How worthy Pity, Love, Respect, and Grief- 
He claims Protection — ^he compels Relief;-— 
And shall we send him from our view, to brave 
The Storms abroad, whom we at home might save, 
And let a Stranger dig our ancient Brother's Grave? 

No! — we will shield him from the Storm he fears, 

» 

And when he falls, embalm him with our Tears. 



Farewell to these ; but all our Poor to know, 
Let 's seek the winding Lane, the narrow Row, 
Suburbian Prospects, where tiie Traveller stops 
To see the sloping Tenement on props, 
With building Yards immix'd, and humble Sheds and 
Shops; 
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Where the Cnm-Keyi nd Phiimbe/'^'Anm iimte 
LidMrioiu Men to taste their coarse. D^ghl; 
Where the low Porches, stretching from the Door, 
Gaye some Distinction in the Days of Yore, 
Yet now neglected, more offend the eye, 
* By Gloom and Ruin than the Cottage by : 
Places like these the noblest Town endares. 
The gayest Palace has its Sinks and Sewers. 

Here is no Pavement, no inviting Shop, 
To give us shelter when compelled to stop ; 
But plashy Puddles stand along the Way, 
FlU'd by the Rain of one tempestuous Day; 
And these so closely to the Buildings riuiy 
That you must ford them, for you cannot shon; 
Though here and tiiere convenient Bricks are laid. 
And door-side Heaps afford their dubious aid. 
' XiOl yonder Shed; observe its Garden-Groond, 
With the low Paling, formed of Wreck,'around ; 
There dwells a Fisher; if you view his Boat, 
Witii Bed and Barrel — 'tis his House afloat; 
Look at bis House, where Ropes, Nets, Blocks, abound, 
Tar, Pitch, and Oakum — ^'tis his Boat aground : 
That Space enclosed, but little be regards. 
Spread o'er with relics of Masts, Sails, and Yards : 
Fish by the Wall, on Spit of Elder, rest, 
Of all his Food, the cheapest and the best, 
By his own Labour caught, for his own Hunger drest. 

Here our Reformers come not; none object 
To Paths polluted, or upbraid Neglect; 
None care that ashy Heaps at doors are cast. 
That Coal-dust flies along the blinding Blast: 
None heed the stagnant Pools on either side. 
Where new-launch'd Ships of Inlfant-Sailors ride : 
Rodneyt in rags here British Valour boast, 
And lisping Nelsom fright the Gallic Coast 



I 
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They fix the Radder, set the swelling Sail, 
They point the Bowsprit, and they blow the Gale: 
True to her Port, the Frigate scuds away, 
And o'er that frowning Ocean finds her Bay : 
Her Owner rigg'd her and he knows her Worth, 
And sees her, fearless, gunwale-deep go forth ; 
Dreadless he views his Sea, by Breezes cml'd. 
When Inch-high Billows vex the watery World. 

There, fed by Food they love, to rankest size. 
Around the Dwellings Docks and Wotwwood rise ; 
Here the strong MaUow strikes her slimy Root, 
Here the dull Nightshade hangs her deadly Fmit; 
On hills of Dust the Henbtme^s faded green, 
And penciFd Flower of sickly scent is seen ; 
At the Wall's base the fiery Nettle springs, 
With Fruit globose and fierce with poison'd Stings; 
Above (the Growth of many a Year) is spread 
The yellow Level of the Stone-crop's Bed; 
In every Chink delights the Fern to grow. 
With glossy Leaf and tawny Bloom below* : 
These, with our Sea-weedsy rollmg up and down. 
Form the contracted Floral of the town. 

Say, wilt thou more of Scenes so sordid know? 
Then will I lead thee down the dusty Row ; 
By the warm Alley and the long close Lane, — 
There mark the fractured Door and paper'd Pane^ 



* This scenery is, I must acknowledge, in a certain dep«e like 
that heretofore described in the VUiage; bat that alio wai a 
mariti^ conntry^^if the olgecta be aimilar, the pietvret rnvst 
(ia their principal fSoatares) be alike, or be bad pictvres. I have 
varied Uiem as much as I conld, consistently with my wish to be 
accurate. 

f The reader vnacquainted with the language of botany it 
informed, that the Flora of a place means the v^etable species 
it contains, and is the title of a book which describes thmu 

TS 
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Wkere flap te nooo-tide Air, and, at we piat, 
We fear to breatbe tbe p u t r e f y in y Man: 
B«t fearlefli yonder Matroo ; she diwdaini 
To aigli for Zephyrs from ambrosial PfadnB; 
But flMDdi her Meshes torn, and poors her Lay 
AH hi the stifling Fenroor of the Day. 

Her naked Children roond the AUey mn. 
And rolTd in Dnst, are broni'd beneath the Snn ; 
Or gambol roond tiie Dame, who, looody drest, 
Woos the coy Breese to fim the open Breast: 
She, once a Handmaid, strove by decent art 
To charm her Sailor's Eye and tonch his Heart; 
Her Bosom then waa veil'd in Kerchief dean. 
And Fancy left to form the Charms nnseen. 

Bat when a Wife, she lost her former Care, 
Nor thooght on Charms, nor time for Dress 6onld spare ; 
Cardess she found her Friends who dwelt beside, 
No rival Beaaty kept alive her Pride: 
Still in her bosom Virtne keeps her place, 
But Decency is gone, the Virtoe's Guard and Grace. 

See that long boarded Building! — By these Stairs 
Each humble Tenant to that home repairs — 
By one large Window lighted — it was made 
For some bold Project, some design in Trade : 
This foil'd, — and one, a Humourist in his way, 
(HI was the humour,) bought it in decay ; 
Nor will he sell, repair, or take it down, 
Tis his, — ^wbat cares he for the talk of Town ? 
*< No! he will let it to the Poor ;— a Home ^ 
^ Where he delights to see the Creatures come :'' 

* They may be Thieves ;' — ^" Well, so are richer Meik;^ 

* Or Idlers, Cheats, or Prostitutes;'—" What then?" 

* Outeasts pursued by Justice, vile and base ;' — 
** They need the more his Pity and the Place :'* 
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Cpnyert to System his vain Mind has built, 
He gives Asylum to Deceit and Guilt 

In this vast Room, each Place by habit fix'd| 
Are Sexes, Families, and Ages mix'd, — 
To Union forc'd by Crime, by Fear, by Need, 
And all in Morals and in Modes agreed; 
Some ruin'd Men, who from Mankind remove j 
Some ruined Females, who yet talk of Love; 
And some grown old in Idleness — ^the prey 
To vicious Spleen, still railing through the Day; 
And Need and Misery, Vice and Danger bind 
In sad Alliance each degraded Mind. 

That Window view!— oil'd Paper and old Glass 
Stain the strong Rays, which, though impeded, pass. 
And give a dusty Warmth to that huge Room, 
The conquered Sunshine's melancholy gloom; 
When all tiiose Western Rays, without so bright, 
Within become a ghastly glimmering light. 
As pale and faint upon the Floor they fall. 
Or feebly gleam on the opposing WaJl : 
That Floor, once Oak, now piec'd with Fir unplan*d, 
Or, where not piec'd, in places bor'd and stahi'd ; 
That Wall once whiten'd, now an odious sight, 
Stain'd with all Hues, except its ancieat White ; 
The only Door is fastened by a Pin, , 

Or stubborn Bar, that none may hurry in : 
For this poor Room, like Rooms of greater pride, : 
At times contains what prudent Men would hide. 

Where'er the Floor aUows an even spw^. 
Chalking and marks of various Games have place ; 
Boys, without foresight, pleas'd hi Halters swing; 
On a fix'd Hook Men cast a flying Ring ; 
While Gin and Snuff their female Neighbours share, 
And the black Beverage in the fractiir'd Ware. 
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On swinging Shelf are things incongraons stored,-— 
Scraps of their food, — ^the Cards and Cribbage-boardy — 
With Pipes and Pouches; while on Peg below, 
Hang a lost Member's Fiddle and its Bow: 
That still reminds them how he 'd dance and play, 
Ere sent untimely to the Convicts' Bay. 

Here by a Curtain, by a Blanket there, 
Are various Beds concealed, but none with care ; 
"Where some by Day and some by Night, as best 
Suit their Employments, seek uncertain Rest; 
The drowsy Children at their pleasure creep 
To the known Crib, and there securely sleep. 

Each' end contains a Grate, and these beside 
Are hung Utensils for their Boil'd and Fr/d — 
All us'd at any hour, by Night by Day, 
As suit the Purse, the Person, or the Prey. 
Above the Fire, the Mantle-Shelf contains 
Of China-Ware some poer unaiatch'd Remains; 
There many a Tea-cup's gaudy fragment stands. 
All plac'd by Vanity's unwearied hands; 
For here she lives, e'en here she looks about, 
To find some small consoling Objects out : 
Nor heed these Spartan Dames their House, nor sit 
^id Cares domestic, — they nor sew nor knit; 
But of their Fate discourse, their Ways, their Wars, 
With arm'd Authorities, their 'Scapes and Scars : 
These lead to present Evils, and a Cup, 
If Fortune grant it, winds Description up. 

High hung at either end, and next the Wall, 
Two ancient Mirrors show the forms of all, 
In all their force ;— -these aid them in their Dress, 
But with the Good, tlie Evils too express, 
Doubling each look of Care, each token of Distress, 
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THE POOR OF THE BOROUGH. 

THE PARISH^^LERK. 



Nam di?ei qui fieri vnlt, 
Et cit6 valt teri; led q«B rererentia IflKQiB, 
Qttb metoi, avt pvdor est unqaam propenustte avari I 

Juvenal* Sat. 14* 



Nocte brevem gl fort^ iadobit enra soporem, 
Et toto venata thoro jam membra quletcant. 
Continue templnm et vfolati Numinb aiai, 
Et quod pnBcipois mentem radorfboi orget, 
Te videt in aomnis; tna ncra et major imafo 
HOmanl tnrbat pavidam, cofftqne fateri. 

Javenal. Sat. 13* 
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THE PARISH'CLERK 

Begm his Duties wit hike late Victory a grate tmd muUre 
Man; onefuUy orthodox; a Detecter and Offpoaer qf 
the Wiles qf Satan,--His Opinion qf his own Forti- 
tude, — The more Frail offended by these Professions* 
— His good Advice gives further Provocation, — Thetf 
hwent Stratagems to overcome his Virtue, — His 
Triumph. — He is yet not imminerable : is assaulted by 
Fear qf Want, and Avarice, — He gradually yields to 
the Seduction. — He reasons with himself and is per* 
suaded. — He offends, but with Terror; repeats his 
Offence; grows familiar tcUh Crime: is detected, — 
His Sufferings and Death. 

iViTH our late Vicar, and his Age the same, 
His Clerk, hight Jachin, to his Office came ; 
The like slow Speech was his, the like tall slender 

Frame: 
But Jachin was the gravest Man on ground, 
And heard his Master's Jokes with look profound -, 
For worldly Wealth this Man of Letters sigh'd. 
And had a sprinkling of the Spirit's Pride : 
But he was sober, chaste, devout and just, 
One whom his Neighbours could believe and truAt : 
Of none suspected, neither Man nor Maid 
By him were wrong'd, or were of him afraid. 
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There was indeed a FroMrn, a trick of State 
In Jachin; — formal was his Air and Gait; 
But if he seemed more solemn and less kind, 
Than some light Men to light Afiairs con<in'd| 
Still 'twas allowed that he should so behave 
As in high Seat, and be severely grave. 

This book-taught Man, to Man's first Foe professM 
Defiance stem, and Hate that knew not rest; 
He held that So^cm, since the World began; 
In every act^ had Strife witii every Man ; 
That never evil Deed on Earth was done. 
But of the acting Parties he was one ; 
The flattering Guide to make ill Prospects clear ; 
To smooth rough Ways, the constant Pioneer ; 
The ever-tempting, soothing, softening Power, 
Ready to cheat, seduce, deceive, devour. 

" Me has the sly Seducer oft withstood," 
Said pious Jachin, — ^^ but he gets no good ; 
^' I pass the House where swings the tem^.ting Sign, 
<' And pointing, tell him, ' Satan, that is thine:' 
'* I pass the Damsels pacing down the Street, 
'' And look more grave and solemn when we meet; 
'^ Nor doth it irk me to rebuke their Smiles, 
" Their wanton Ambling and their watchful Wiles : 
" Nay, like the good John Bunyan, when I view 
" Those forms, I 'm angry at the His they do ; 
'* That I could pinch and spoil, in Sin's despite, 
'< Beauties! which frail and evil Thoughts excite*. 

'^ At Feasts and Banquets seldom am I found, 
'^ And (save at Church) abhor a tuneful Sound ; 



* John Bunyan, in ooe of the many prodactioBS of his xetl, 
has ventured to make public thu extraordinary sentimenta wUch 
the frigid piety of our Clerk so readily lUIopted. 
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« To Plays and Shows I nm not to and ftV, 
** And where-my Master goes, forbear to go." 

No wonder Satan took the thing amissy 
To be oppos'd by such a Man as this— 
A Man so grave, important, cautions, wise^ 
Who dar'd not trust his Feeling or his Eyes; 
Ko wonder he should lurk and lie in wait, 
Should fit his Hooks and ponder on his Bait, 
Should on his Movements keep a watchful eye, 
For he pursued a Fish who led the Fry. 

With his own Peace our Clerk was not content, 
He tried, good Man 1 to make his Friends repent. 

'' Nay, nay, my Friends, from Inns and Tavenis fly„ 
'^ You may suppress your thirst, but not supply: 
*< A fooUsh Proverb says, the DecU *s at home; 
*< But he Lb there, and tempts in every Room: 
'* Men feel, they know not why, such places please ; . 
<< His are the SpeUs— they 're Idleness and Ease; 
** Magic of fatal kind he throws around, 
'' Where Care is banish'd but the Heart is bound. 

<' Think not of Beauty; when a Maid you meet, 
*< Tnm from her view and step across the Street; 
'^ Dread all the Sex : their Looks create a Charm, 
^^ A Smile should fright you and a Word alarm : 
<^ E'en I myself, with all my watchful care, 
*' Have for an instant felt th' insidious snare, 
<< And caught my sintiil eyes at th' endangering Stare ; 
'^ Till I was forc'd to smite my bounding breast 
'^ With forceful blow and bid the bold-one rest. 

'< Go not with Crowds when they to Pleasure run, 
<< But public Joy in private Safety shun: 
" When Bells, diverted from their true intent, 
^^ Ring loud for some deluded Mortal sent 
^^ To bear or make long Speech in Parliament ; 
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** What time the Many, that mnmly beast, 
** Roars its rough Joy and shares the final Feast: 
** Then heed my Connsel, shut thine ears and eyes, 
*' A few will hear me — ^for the Few are wise." 

Not Satan's Friends, nor Saian*B self conld bear 
The cautious Man who took of Souls such care } 
An Interloper,»one who, out of place, 
Had Yolunteer'd upon the side of Grace : 
There was his Master ready once a week 
To give Advice -, what further need he seek? 
« Amen, so be it:"— what had he to do 
With more tiian this ? — ^'twas insolent and new ; 
And some determinM on a way to see 
How frail he was, tiiat so it might not be. 

First they essay'd to tempt our Saint to sin. 
By points of Doctrine argued at an Inn ; 
Where he might warmly reason, deeply drink. 
Then lose all power to argue and to think. 

In vain they tried ; he took the Question up, 
Clear'd every Doubt, and barely touch'd the Cup : 
By many a Text he prov'd his Doctrine sound, 
And lookM in triumph on the Tempters round. 

Next 'twas their care an artful Lass to find, 
Who might consult him, as perplex'd in Mind ; 
She they conceiv'd might put her Case with fears, 
With tender tremblings and seducing tears; 
She might such Charms of various kind display. 
That he would feel their force and melt away: 
For why of Nymphs such caution and such dread. 
Unless he felt, and fear'd to be misled? 

She came, she spake : he calmly heard her Case, 
And plainly told her 'twas a want of Grace ; 
Bade her '' such Fancies and Affections check, 
'^ And wear a thicker Muslin on hex Neck,*' 

V 
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Abas'd, hU human Foes the Combat fled. 
And the stern Clerk yet higher held his Head. 
They were indeed a weak, impatient Set, 
Bat their shrewd Prompter had his Engines yet; 
Had Tarious mieans to make a Mortal trip, 
Mlio shunn'd a flowing Bowl and rosy Lip ; 
And knew a thousand ways his Heart to move, 
\Vlio flies from Banqnets and who laughs at Lore. 

Thus far the playful Muse has lent her Aid, 
But now departs, of graver theme afraid ; 
Her may we seek in more appropriate timcy 
There is no jesting with Distress and Crime. 

Our worthy Clerk had now arrived at Fame, 
Such as but few in his degree might claim; 
But he ^as poor, and wanted not the sense 
That lowly rates the Praise without the Penee: 
He saw the common Herd with reverence treat 
The weakest Burgess whom they chanc'd to meet) 
While few respected his exalted Views, 
And all beheld his Doublet and his Shoes : 
None, when they meet, would to his Parts allow 
(Save his poor Boys) a hearing or a bow : 
To this false Judgment of the vulgar Mind, 
He was not fully, as a Saint, resigned ; 
He found it much his jealous Soul aflect. 
To fear Derision and to And Neglect. 

The Year was bad, the Christening-Fees were small, 
The Weddings few, the Parties Paupers all : 
Desire of Gain with fear of Want combined. 
Rais'd sad Comhiotion in his wounded Mind ; 
Wealth was in all his Thoughts, his Views, his Dreams, 
And prompted base Desires and baseless Schemes. 

Alas I how often erring Mortals keep 
The strongest Watch against the Foes who sleep; 
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While the more wakeful, bold and artful Fo« 
Ii f offer'd gttai'dless and unmark'd to go. 

Once in a month the Sacramental Bread 
Onr Clerk with Wine upon the Table spread ;' 
The Custom this, that, as the Vicar reads, 
He for onf Offerings round the Church proceeds: 
Tall spacious Seats the wealthier People hid. 
And none bad view of what his Neighbour did ; 
Laid on the Box and mingled when they fell. 
Who should the worth of each Oblation tell? 
Now as poor JacMn took the usual round, 
And saw the Aims and heard the Metal sound, 
He had a thonght : — at first it was no more 
Than — '' these have Cash and give it to the Poor:'^ 
A second thought tVom this to work began — 
*^ And can they give it to a poorer Man?" 
Proceeding thus, — '* My Merit could they know, 
** And knew my Need, how freely they 'd bestow; 
** But though they know not, these remain the same; 
'^ And are a strong, although a secret claim : 
*< To me, alas! the Want and Worth are known, 
" Why then, in fact, 'tis b^t to take my own/' 

Thought after thought pour'd in, a tempting train,— ^ 
'^ Suppose it done,-^who is it could complain? 
<< How could the Poor? for they such Trifles share, 
*' As add no Comfort, as suppress no Care ; 
^< But many a Pittance makes a worthy Heap, — 
** What says the Law? that Silence puts to sleep :— 
« Nought then forbids, the danger could we shun, 
'< And sure the Business may be safely don^. 

" But am I earnest?— earnest? No. — I say, 
*^ If sock my Mind, that I could plan a way, 
** Let me reflect; — I've not allow'd me time 
** To purse the Pieces, and if dropt they 'd chime :** 
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Fertile if EtU in tiie Mill of Maiv— 

He paiu'd,-HHud Joe&diy '' They may drop on Bun. 

^* Why then 'tU safe and (all considered) just, 

^* The Poor receive it, — 'tis no breach of Trust : 

<< The Old and Widows may their Trifles miss, 

'^ There most be Evil in a Good like this: 

<< But I 'U be-iund— the Sick I 'U visit twice, 

*' When now but once, and freely give Advice. 

" Tet let me tiiink again :" — ^Again he tried. 

For stronger Reasons on his Passion's side, 

And quickly tiiese were found, yet slowly he oompUtd. 

The Morning came : the common Service done^-- 
Shut every Door,— the solemn Rite begun^— 
And, as tiie Priest the sacred Sayings read, ' 
The Clerk went forward, trembling as he trtad ; 
O'er the tall Pew he held the Box, and heard 
The offer'd Piece, rejoicing as he feaPd : 
Juft by the PiUar, as he cautious tripp'd. 
And tum'd the Aile, ^e then a Portion slipp'd 
From the full Store, and to the Pocket sent. 
But held a moment — and then down it went. 

The Priest read on, on walk'd the Man afraid, 
■Till a gold Offering in the Plate was laid; 
Trembling he took it, for a moment stopp'd. 
Then down it fell and sounded as it dropp'd ; 
Amaz'd he started, for th' affrighted Man, 
Lost and bewilder'd, thought not of the Bran; 
But all were silent, all on things intent 
Of high concern, none ear to Money lent ; 
So on he walk'd, more cautious than before. 
And gained the purposed Sum and one Piece more. 

Practice makes pei feet;— when the Month came round, 
He dropp'd the Cash, nor listened ibr a Sound; 
But yet, when last of all th' assembled Flock, 
He ate and drank,~it gave th' electric Shock : 
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Oft was be forc'd his Reasons to repeat^ 
Ere be coold Isaneel 'm quiet at bis Seat ; 
But Custom iooth'd him— ere a single Year 
AU this was done without Restraint or Fear : 
Cool and collected, easy and composed, 
He was correct till all the Service clos'd ; 
Then to his Home, without a groan or sigh, 
Gravely he went and laid his Treasure by. 

Want will complain : some Widov^s had expreis'd 
A doubt if they were favoured like the rest; 
The rest describ'd ynih like regret their Dole, 
And thus from parts they reasoned to the whole; 
When all agreed some Evil must be done, 
Or rich Men's Hearts grew harder than a Stone, 

Our easy Vicar cut the matter short. 
He would not listen to such vile Report. 

All were not thus — ^there goveni'd in that Year - 
A stem stout Churl, an angry Overseer; 
A Tyrant fond of Power, loud, lewd, and most severe t 
Him the mild Vicar, him the graver Clerk, 
Advis'd, reppov'd, but nothing would he mark, 
Save the Disgrace, ^ and that, my Friends,'' said he, 
** Witt I avenge, whenever tune may be." 
And now, alas! 'twas time; — from Man to Man 
Doubt and Alarm and shrewd Suspicions ran. 

With angry spirit and with sly intent, 
This Parish-Ruler to the Altar went; 
A private Mark lie fix'd on Shillings three, 
And but one Mark'eould In the Money see; 
Besides^ in peering round, be chanc'd to note 
A sprinkling slight on JctdUn's Sunday-Coat: 
All doubt was over: — ^wben the Flock were bless'd, 
In wrath be rose, and thus his Mind expressed. 

' c8 



<^ Fool Deed! are lieror and taring Ok, he took 
The Qeiky whose Coosciencey in her cold-fit, dwok: 
His Pocket then was emptied oo the place; 
All saw \m Guilt ; all witnessed his IKsgrace : 
He felly be fainted, not a groao, a kM^ 
Escaped the Culprit ; 'twas a final stroke — 
A death-wound never to be beal'd — a fid! 
That all bad witnessed, and amac'd were all. 

As be recoYer'd, to bis Mind it came, 
^^ I owe to Satan this Disgrace and Shame:" 
All the Seduction now appeared in view ; 
^ Let me withdraw/' be said, and he witiidrew; 
No one withheld him, all in union cried, 
E'en the Avenger, — ^' We are satisfied :" 
For what has Death in any form to give, 
Equal to that Man*s Terrors, if he live ? 

He liv'd in freedom, but he hourly saw 
How much more fatal Justice is than Law ; 
He saw another in his Office reign, ^ 
And bis mild Master treat him with disdain ; 
He saw that all Men sbnnn'd him, some revil'd, 
The harsh pass'd frowning, and the simple smil'd; 
The Town maintained him, but with some reproof, 
'' And Clerks and Scholars proudly kept aloof," 

In each lone place, dejected and dismay'd, 
Shrinking from view, his wasting Form he laid ; ' 
Or to the restless Sea and roaring Wind, 
Gave the strong Yearnings of a ruin'd Mind : 
On the broad Beach, the silent Summer-day, 
Stretch'd on some Wreck, be wore bis Life away; 
Or where the River mingles vrith the Sea, 
Or on the Mud-bank by the Elder-tree, 
Or by the bounding Marsh-dyke, there was he : 
And when unable to forsake the Town, 
In the blind Courts he sate despoudiug down*- 
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Always alone; then feebly would he crawl 
The Church-way Walk, and lean upon the Wall: 
Too ill for this, he lay beside the Door, 
Compeird to hear the Reasoning of the Poor : 
He look'd so pale, so weak, the pitying Crowd 
Their firm belief of his Repentance vow'd ; 
Tliey saw him then so ghastly and so thin, 
That they exclaim'd, « Is this the work of Sin?" 

*' Yes,'' in his better moments, he replied, 
** Of sinful Avarice and the Spirit's Pride; — 
^< While yet untempted, I was safe and well ; 
'^ Temptation came ; I reasoned, and I fell: 
" To be Man's Guide and Glory I designed, 
<< A rare Example for our smful Rind ; 
'< But now my Weakness and my Guilt I see, 
<< And am a Warping — ^Man, be wam'd by me!" 

He said, and saw no more the human Face ; 
To a lone Loft he went, his dying-place, 
And, as the Vicar of his state inquired, 
Tum'd to the wall and silently ezpir'd ! 



LETTER XX. 

THE POOR OF THE BOROUGH. 



ELLEN ORFORD. 



Patiaiioe and forroir ttfove 
Who ihonld expreM her f oodUett. 

Sbakipwft. Liuw 

* No chwrmtihe BOW can bout,*— *Ut trat, 
Bmt other charmen wither too : 

* And the ii old,*— the fact I know. 
And old will other heroines prow ; 
Bat not like them hai die been laid. 
In rain*d castle, sore dismajr*d ; 
Where naughty man and ghostly sprlght 

Fill*d her pare mind with awe and dread, 
StalkM round the room, pat out the light. 

And shook the cartains round her bed. 
No cruel uncle kept her land. 
No tyrant father forc'd her haaS ; 

She had no vizen ?irgin-aant. 
Without whose aid she could not oat. 
And yet who poisoned all her meit, 

With gibe and sneer and taunt. 
Tet of the heroine theM a share. 
She sar'd a lover ftrom despair. 
And granted all hie wish, in spite 
Of what she knew and felt was right : 

But heroine then no more, 
She own'd the fault, and wept and prayM, 
And humbly took the parish aid, 

And dwelt among the poor. 



#^«^#«sr#4^ 



LETTER XX. 



ELLEN ORFORD. 

Tk€ Widou/s Cottage,— Blind Ellen (me.—Herg not the 
Sorrows or Adventures qf Heroines, — What these arty 
first described, — Deserted Wives; rash Lovers; coitra- 
geous Damsels : in desolated Mansions ; m grievous 
Perplexity. — These Evils, however severe, qf short 
duration,^— EUen's Story. — Her Employment in Child' 
hood, — First Love; first Adventure; its miserable 
Termination, — An idiot Daughter, — A Husband, — 
Care in Business without Success. — The Men*s De- 
spondency and its Effect, — Their Children: how dis- 
posed qf, — One particularly wnfoi^inate, — Fate qfthe 
Daughter. — Ellen keeps a School and is happy. — 
Becomes Blind : loses her School, — Her Consolations, 

Observe yon Tenement, apart and small. 
Where the wet Pebbles shine upon the Wall ; 
Where the low Benches lean beside the Door, 
And the red Paling bounds the Space before ; 
Where Thi-ift and Lavender, and La(fs-love* bloom, — 
That humble Dwelling is the Widow's Home j 
There Uve a Pair, for various Fortunes known, 
But the blind Ellen will relate her own ; — 
Yet ere we hear the Story she can tell, 
On prouder Sorrows let us briefly dwell. 



* The lad*s or boy's love of some coanties, is the plant South- 
ernwood, the Artemisia Abrotanum of Botanists. 
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I *ye often manreFd, when by night, by day, 
I 've markM the Mannen moTing in my way. 
And heard the Language and beheld the livet 
Of Lass and Lover, Goddesses and Wives, 
That Books, which promise much of Life to give, 
Should show so little how we truly live. 

To me it seems, their Females and their Men 
Are but the Creatures of the Author's Pen ; 
Nay, Creatures borrow'd and again convey'd 
From Book to Book — the Shaddws of a Shade : 
Life, if they'dsearch, would show them many aehange; 
The Ruin sudden and the Misery strange ! 
With more of grievous, base, and dreadful things. 
Than Novelists relate or Poet sings : 
But they, who ought to look the World around. 
Spy out a single Spot in Fairy-Ground ; 
Where all, in turn, ideal Forms behold. 
And Plots are laid and Histories are told. 

Time have I lent — I would their Debt were less— 
To flow'ry Pages of sublime Distress; 
And to the Heroine's soul-distracting Fears 
I early gave my Sixpences and Tears : 
Oft have I travelled in these tender Tales, 
To DamUi^Cottages and Afap2e-Fa2es, 
And watch'd the Fair-one from the first-born sigh. 
When Henry pass'd and gaz'd in passing by ; 
Till I beheld them pacing in the Park, 
Close by a Coppice where 'twas cold and dark ; 
When such Affection with such Fate appeared. 
Want and a Father to be shmm'd and fear'd. 
Without Employment, Prospect, Cot, or Cash, 
That I have judg'd th' heroic Souls 'were rash. 

Now shifts the Scene, — the Fair in Tower confin'd, 
In all things suffers but in change of Mind ; 
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Now wot'd by Onstnen to m Bed of state, 
Now deqply t hr e a te n ed with a Dongeon's Grate ; 
nil toffiBring mach and being tried enough, 
She sUneSy trimnphant Maid !^Teniptation-proof. 

Then was I led to vengefbl Monks, who mix 
With Nymphs and Swains, and play onpriestiy tricks ; 
Then Tiew^d Bwiditti who in Forest wide, 
And CaTern Tast, indignant Virgins hide ; 
Who, heaun'd with bands of sturdiest Bognes abont. 
Find some strange Snccovr, and come Virgins oat. 

Vwe watch'd a winfry Night on Casde-WaDs, 
I 've stalk'd by Moon-light through deserted Halls, 
And when the weary World was sunk to rest, 
I've had such Sights as — may. not be expressed. 

Lo! that Chateau, the western Tower decayed. 
The Peasants shun it,— they are all afraid ; 
For there was done a Deed ?— could Walls reveal. 
Or Thnbers tell it, how the Heart would feel ; 
Most horrid was it: — ^for, behold, the Floor 
Has Stain of Blood, and will be clean no more : 
Hark to the Winds I which through the wide Saloon 
And the long Passage send a dismal Tune, — 
Music that Ghosts delight in ; — and now heed 
Yon beauteous Nymph, who must unmask the Deed ; 
See t with majestic Sweep she swims alone 
Through Rooms, all dreary, guided by a Groan : 
Though Windows rattle, and though Tap'stries shake, 
And the Feet falter every step they take, 
'Mid Moans and gibing Sprights she silent goes. 
To find a something, which will soon expose 
The Villanies and Wiles of her determined Foes : 
And, haying thus adventured, thus endur*d, 
Fame, Wealth, and Lover, are for Life secured. 
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Much have I fear'd, but i|m no more afraid, 
When some chaste Beauty, hf some Wretch betray'd, 
Is drawn away with such distracted speed, 
That she anticipates a drtodiul Deed : 
Not so do I — ^Let solid Walls impound 
The captive Fair, and dig a Moat around ; 
Let there be brazen Locks and Bars of steel, 
And Keepers cruel, spch as never feel j 
With not a single Note the Purse supply, 
And when she begs, let Men and Maids deny : 
Be Windows those from which she dares not ftU. 
And Help so distant, 'tis in vain to call ; 
Still means of Freedom will some Power devise. 
And from the baffled Ruffian snatch his Prize. 

To Northern Wales, in some sequestered Spot, 
I 've foUow'd fair Louisa to her Cot ; 
Where, then a wretched and deserted Bride, 
The injured Fair-one wished from Man to hide ; 
Till by her fond repenting BelviUe found, 
By some kind chance — the straying of a Hound, 
He at her Feet crav'd Mercy, nor in vain. 
For the relenting Dove flew back again. 

There 's something rapturous in Distress, or, ok! 
Could Clementina bear her lot of Wo ? 
Or what she underwent could Maiden undergo ? 
The Day was fix^d ; for so the Lover sigh'd , 
So knelt and crav'd, he couldn't be denied ; 
When, Tale most dreadftil! every Hope adiea, — 
For the fond Lover is the Brother too : 
All other Griefs abate ; this monstrous Grief 
Has no Remission, Comfort, or Relief; 
Four ample Volumes, through each page disclose,^- 
0ood Heaven protect us ! only Woes on Woes ; 

X 
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Till some strange Means afford a sudden view 
Of some vile Plot, and every Wo adieu*! 

Now should we grant these Beauties all endure 
Severest Pangs, they \e still the speediest Cure ; 
Before one Charm be withered from the Face, 
Except the Bloom, which shall again have place, 
In Wedlock ends each Wish, in Triumph all Disgrace ; 
And Life to come, we fairiy may suppose, 
One light, bright Contrast to these wild dark Woes. 

These let us leave, and at her Sorrows look, 
Too often seen, but seldom in a Book ; 
Let her who felt, relate them :~^n her chair 
The heroine sits — in former Years, the Fair, 
Now ag'd and poor ; but EUen Otford knows, 
That we should humbly take what Heav'n bestows. 

'' My Father died — again my Mother wed, 
<< And found the Comforts of her Life were fled ; 
'< Her angry Husband, vex'd through half his Years 
" By Loss and Troubles, fiU'd her Soul with fears : 
'< Their Children many, and 'twas my poor place 
^' To nurse and wait on all the Infant-Race ; 
" Labour and Hunger were indeed my part, 
'^ And should have strengthened an erroneous Heart. 



* As this incideot points out the work alluded to, I wish it to 
be remembered, that the gloomy teDonr, the qaeruloui melancholj 
of the story, is all I censure. The language of the writer is oflea 
animated, and is, I believe, correct ; the characters well drawa, 
and the manners described from real life; but the perpetual 
occurrence o/sad events, the protracted list of teazing aad perplex- 
ing mischances, joined With much waspish invective^ aaallajed 
by pleasantry or sprightliness, and these continued through many 
hundred pages, render publicatioBs* intended for ammement aad 
executed with ability, heavy aad displeasing ^— You find >oiir 
favourite persons happy in the end ; but they have teased you so 
much with their perplexities by the way, that you W6re f^quentty 
disposed to quit them in their distresses. 



Letter SO.] kluen orford. SSI 

*' Sore was the Grief to see him angry come, 
'^ And, teaz'd with Business, make Distress at home : 
^ The Father's Fury and the Children's Cries 
" I soon conld bear, but not my Mother's Sighs ; 
*^ For she look'd back on Comforts and would say, 
'* * I wronged thee, EUen/ and then turn away : 
'' Thus for my Age's good, my Youth was tried^ 
<^ And this my Fortune till my Mother died. 

' ^' So, amid Sorrow much and little Cheer — 
*^ A common case, I pass'd my twentieth Year ; 
*^ For these are frequent Evils ; thousands share 
^< An equal Grie^the like domestic Care. 

<^ Then in my days of Bkwm, of Health and Youth, 
^^ One much above me, vow'd his Love and Truth : 
^ We often met, he dreading to be seen, 
^' And much I question'd what such dread might mean ; 
^^ Yet I believ'd him true ; my simple Heart 
^ And undirected Reason took his part. 

'^ Can he who loves me, whom I love, deceive ? 
^* Can I such Wrong of one so kind believe, 
^^ Who lives but in my Smile, who trembles when I 
" grieve) 

<< He dar'd not many, but we met to prov^ 
^ What sad Encroachments and Deceits has Love : 
<' Weak that I was, when he, rebuk'd, withdrew, 
*^ I let him see that I was wretched toe ; 
'^ When less my Caution, I had still the Pain 
®^ Of his or mine own Weakness to complain. 

'< Happy the liovers class'd alike in Life, 
^^ Or happier yet the rich endowing Wife ; 
*' But most aggrieved the fond believing Maid, 
'^ Of her rich Lover tenderiy afraid : 
'^ You judge th' Event ; for grievous was my Fate, 
^ PaiflEful to feel, and shameful to relate : 
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<< Ab ! nd it wms my Bartfaen to tnstaiB, 
^ Wbeo the leait Misery was the dread of Paia; 
*^ When I hare grieying told him my Disgrace, 
^ And plainly mark'd Indifference in his Face* 

" Hard! wi^ these Fears and Tenoia to bdMld 
" The cause of all, the faithless Lorer odd ; 
'' Impatient grown at every wish deoied, 
<< And barely civil, soothed and gratified ; 
« Peevish when org'd to think of Vows so stnmg, 
<* And angry when I spake <^ Crime and Wrong. 

«< All this I felt, and still the Sorrow grew, 
« Because I felt that I deserv'd it too, 
•< And begg'd my infant Stranger to forgive 
*< The Mother's Shame, which in herself most live. 

« When known that Shame, I, soon eacpell'd from 
<<Home, 
*^ With a frail Sister sbar'd a Hovel's gloom > 
" There barely fed— (what could I more request ?) 
<< My infant Slumberer sleeping at my breast, 
<^ I from my window saw his blooming Bride, 
'* And my Seducer smiling at her side; 
'' Hope liv'd till then ; I sank upon the Floor, 
<< And Grief and Thought and Feeling were no more : 
** Although revived, I judg'd that life would dose, 
*' And went to rest, to wonder that I rose : 
" My Dreams were dismal, wheresoe'er I strayed, 
'< I seem'd asham'd, alarm'd, despis'd, betray'd ; 
" Always in grief, in guilt, disgraced, forlorn, 
^^ Mourning that one so weak, so vile, was bom ; 
" The Earth a Desert, Tumult in the Sea, 
" The Birds affrighten'd fled from Tree to Tree, 
" Obscur'd the setting Sun, and every thing like me: 
" But HeaVn had Mercy, and my Need at length 
" Urg'd me to labour and renew'd my Strengths 
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*^1 strove f«r Patience as a Sinner mnst, 
<< Yet feh til' Opinion of the Worid vnjust : 
*' There was my Layer, in his Joy, esteem'd, 
<' And I, in my Distress, as gnilty deem'd ; 
<' Yet snr») not all the Gvilt and Shame helong 
" To her who feels and suffers for the Wrong : 
^ The Cheat at Phiy ma^ use the WeaMi he 's won$ 
^ But is not honoured for the Mischief done : 
'< The Cheat in Love may use each Villahi-Art, 
" And boast the Deed that breaks the Victim's Heart. 

'^ Fovr Years were past ; I might again have found 
<' Some erring Wish, but for another Wound : 
*^ Lovely my Daughter grew, her Face was fair, 
<< But no expression ever brightened there ; 
^< I doubted long, and vainly strove to make 
** Some certain Meaning of the Words she spake ; 
^' But meaning there was none, and I surveyed 
<< With dread the Beauties of my Idiot-Maid. 

^ StiU I submitted ;— Oh ! 'tts meet and lit 
^' In all we feel to make the Heart submit; 
'* Gloomy and calm my Days, but I had tiien, 
** It seem'd, Attractions for the Eyes of Men : 
^' The sober Master of a decent Trade 
<< O^erlook'd my Errors, and his Ofi^r made ; 
** Reason assented : — true, my Heart denied, 
** ^ But thou,' I said < shalt be no more my Guide/ 

"When wed, our Toil and Trouble, Pains and Care, 
*^ Of meant to live procured us humble Share ; 
^' Five were our Sons,~andwe, tiioughcarefol, found 
** Our Hopes declining as the Year came round : 
** For I perceiv'd, yet would not soon perceive, 
^ Ky Husband stealing from my view to grieve ; 
*^ Silent he grew, and when he spdke he sigh'd, 
.** And surly look'd and peevishly repUed : 

x3 
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^ Pensive by nature, he hsd gone of fait* 

<< To those who preach'd of Destiny and Fate, 

^ Of things fore-doom'd, and of Election-Oiace, 

^ And how in vain we strive to nm onr race ; 

^ That all by Works and moral Worth we gain, 

^ Is to perceive oar Care and Labovr vain ; 

'* That still the more we pay, oar I>ebtB the more 

<< remain: 
^' That he who feels not the mysterious Call, 
^' lies boand in Sin, still grovling from tiie ¥VdL 
^< My Hasband felt not :— oar Persuasion^ Prayer, 
*^ And our best Reason darkened his Despair; 
<< His very Nature -changed ; he now reviFd 
<< My former Conduct, — he reproached my Child : 
« He talk'd of Bastard SUps, and curs'd his Bed, 
<' And from our Kindness to Concealment fled ; 
'^ For ever to some evil Change inclined, 
<< To every gloomy Thought he lent his Mind, 
<< Nor Rest would give to us, nor Rest himself coald 

"find; 
<' His Son suspended saw him, long bereft 
" Of Life, nor prospect of Revival left. 

<< With him died all our Prospects, and once more 
<< I shar'd th' Allotments of the Parish Poor ; 
<< They took my Children too, and this I know 
<< Was just and lawful, but I felt the Blow : 
'^ My Idiot-Maid and one unhealthy Boy 
" Were left, a Mother's Misery and her Joy. 

'^ Three Sons I followed to the Grave, and one — 
<< Oh! can I speak of that unhappy Son? 
<< Would all the Memory of that time were fled, 
<^ And all those Horrors, with my Child, were dead! 
^* Before the World seduc*d him, what a Grace 
^< And smile of Gladness shone upon his Face 3 
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'< Then he had Knowledge ; finely would he write, 

*' Stody to him wms Pleasure and Delight; 

*^ Great was his Coorage, and but few could stand 

<^ Against the Slight and Vigour of his Hand ; 

*^ The Maidens loVd him ; — ^when he came to dt^ 

** No, not the coldest could suppress a Sigh : 

'^ Here I must cease — ^how can I say, my Child 

*^ Was by the bad of either Sex beguil'd? 

<< Worst bf the Bad— they taught him that the Laws 

*' Made Wrong and Right; there was no other Canse ; 

** Tliat all Religion was the Trade of Priests, 

*' And Men, when dead, must perish like the Beasts :** 

^ And he, so lively and so gay before — '- 

** Ah ! spare a Mother— I can tell no more. 

" Inf rest was made that they should not destroy 
*^ The comely Form of my deluded Boy — 
** But Pardon came not ; damp the Place and deep 
*^ Where he was kept, as they 'd a Tyger keep ; 
'' For he, unhappy I had before them all 
*' VoVd he'd escape, whatever might befall. 

<' He'd means of Dress, and dress'd beyond his Means, 
'< And so to see him in such dismal Scenes, 
'* I cannot speak it^cannot bear to tell 
** Of that sad Hour— I heard the Passing.Bell! 

'* Slowly they went; he smil'd and look'd so smart, 
** Yet sure he shuddered when he saw the Cart, 
** And gave a Look — ^nntil my dying-Day, 
^ That Look will never from my Mind aWay : 
** Oft as I sit, and ever in my Dreams, 
^' I see that Look, and they have heard my Sk^rcams. 

** Now let me speak no more-— yet all declared 
'< That one so young, in pity should be spared, 
*^ And one so manly ;— on his graceful Neck, 
^ That Chains of Jewels mi^ be proud to deck, 
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** To a small Mole a Mother^ lipt luiTe 

'< And there tke Cord — my Breatb it tore oppren^ 

" I BOW can speak again : — my elder Boy 
'^ Was that Year drowm'd,— a Seaman in a Hoy: 
<< He left a nanierons Race ; of these wonld some 
'' In their young Tronbks to my Cottage oomo> 
<< And these I taught — an hamhle Teacher I — 
" Upon their Heavenly Parent to rely. 

^' Alas ! I needed such ReUance more : 
" My Idiut-Girl, so simply gay before, 
'^ Now wept in pain ; some Wreteh had ibimd a time, 
<* Deprav'd and wicked, for that Coward-Crime ; 
^^ I had indeed my doubt, bat I suppressed 
** The thought that day and night disturbed mj rest; 
'^ She and that sick-pale Brother — but why striTe 
" To keep the Terrors of that time aUve ? 

<< The Hour arrived, the new, th' undreaded Pain, 
** That came with violence and yet came in vain. 
" I saw her die : her Brother too is dead ; 
" Nor own'd such Crime — what is it that I dread? 

" The Parish-Aid withdrawn, I look'd around, 
" And in my School a blest Subsistence found — 
" My Winter-calm of Life : to be of use 
'^ Would pleasant Thoughts and heavenly Hopes pro- 

" duce ; 
" I lov*d them all ; it sooth'd me to presage 
" The various Trials of their riper Age, 
" Then dwell on mine, and bless the Power who gaVe 
" Pains to correct us, and Remorse to save. 

" Yes ! these were Days of Peace, but they are past^ 
*' A Trial came, I will believe, a last; 
" I lost my Sight, and my Employment gone, 
" Useless I live, but to the Day live on j 



Letter 20.] sllbn oiipord. 237 

^< Those Eyes which long the Light of Heaven enjoy'd, 

" W^rc not by Pain, by Agony dc8troy*d : 

^ My Senses fail not all ; I speak, I pray ; 

<< By Night my Rest, my Food I take by Day ; 

^ And as my Mind looks cheerful to my End, 

^' I love Mankind and call my Ood my Friend/' 



LETTER XXI. 

THE POOR OF THE BOROUGH. 



^<»^^^>»^»»^^ 



ABEL KEENE. 



^r^#^'#y»#«>» 



Capii neliu ^u&ni dmiaetx altiina primii 
Cedunt. Oissimiles : bic vir et ilie puer. 

Ovid. De'iahira Herculi. 



Now the Spirit ipeakctli exprenljr, that, in the latter times, 
some tball depart from tbe faith, gifiag heed to sednciof spirits 
and doctrines of devils. 

Epistle to TiiAotbj. 



LETTER XXI. 



ABEL KEENE. 

Abel^ a poor Many Teacher nf a Sdml ^ iJu hmtr 
Order; is placed in the Office </ a MerekmU; ii 
alarmed by Dioeaurses qfthe Clerks; unahU to repi/jf; 
becomes a Cowoert ; dresses, drinks, and ridicules Am 
former Conduct. — The Remonstrance nf his Sister, a 
devout Maiden, — Its Effect, — The Merchant dies,^^ 
Abel returns to Poverty unpitied ; but relieved, — fltf 
ol^'ec^ Condition. — His Meluntholy, — He wanders 
about : is found, — His own Account ofhimae^, and the 
Revolutions in his Mind, 

A QUIET simple Man was Abel Keene, 
He meant no harm, nor did he often mean: 
He kept a School of loud rebellious Boys, 
And growing old, grew nervous with the Noise ; 
When a kind Merchant hir'd his useful Pen, 
And made him happiest of Accompting Men ; 
With glee he rose to every easy Day, 
When half the Labour brought him twice the Pay. 
There were young Clerks, and there the Merchant's 
Son, 
Choice Spirits all, who wished him to be one ; 
It must, no question, give them lively Joy, 
Hopes long indulged, to combat and destroy; 
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At these they level'd all their Skill and Strength, 
He fell not quickly, but he fell at length : 
They quoted Books, to him both bold and new^ 
And scom'd as Fables all he held as tme ; 
* Soch monkish Stories and such Nursery lies/ 
That he was struck with Terror and Surprise. 

^ What! all his Life had he the Laws obey'd, 
'^ Which tiiey broke through and were not once afraid ? 
*^ Had he so long bis evil Passions check'd, 
** And yet at last had nothing to expect ? 
** yniiit they their Lives in Joy and Pleasure led, 
** And then had nothing, at the end, to dread ? 
<< Was all his Priest with so much zeal convey'd, 
'* A Part/tL Speech/ for which the Man was paid? 
<' And were his pious Books, his solemn Prayers, 
<< Not worth one Tale of the admir'd VoWm^s ? 
'^ Then was it time, while yet some Years remained, 
^ To drink untroubled and to think unchain'd, 
^^ And on all Pleasures, which his Purse could give, 
^* Freely to seize, and, while he liv'd, to live." 

Much time he pass'd in this important Strife^ 
The Bliss or Bane of his remaining Life ; 
For Conyerts all are made with Care and Grief, 
And Pangs attend the Birth of Unbelief; 
Nor pass they soon ; — with Awe and Fear he took 
The flowery way, and cast back many a look. 

The Youths applauded much his wise Design, 
With weighty Reasoning o'er their Evening Wine } 
And much in private 'twould their Mirth improve. 
To hear how Abfil spake of Life and Love ', 
To hear him own what grievous Pains it cost, 
Ere the old Saint was in the Sinner lost. 
Ere his poor Mind with every Deed alarm'd, 
By Wit was settled, ^nd by Vice was charm'dj, 

Y 
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For Aba eflteFd in bis bold Career, 
likt Boys on Ice, witb Pleasnrfe nnd wilfa Ftear ; 
lingering, yet kwiiiiig for tbe Jey, he Went, 
Repenting now, now dreading to repent : 
With aukward pace, and with himself at war, 
Far gone, jret fiigfaten'd that ht went so fkr ; 
Oft for his Efibrtt he 'd solicit Praise, 
And then proceed widi Blonders and Delays: 
The Young more aptly Passion's Calls pvrsoe. 
But Age and Weakness start at Scenes so new. 
And tremble when they '^e done, for all tiiey da/d 
to do. 

At length Example AbeVn dread remov'd, 
With small concern he sought the Joys he iov'd; 
Not retting here, he claim'd Us share of Fame, 
And first their Votary, then their Wit became; 
His Jest was bitter and his Satire bold. 
When he his Tales of formal Brethren told ; 
What time with pious Neighbours he discuss'd, 
Thjeir boasted Treasure and their boundless Trust: 
'^ Such were our Dreams,'' the jovial Elder cried ; 
' Awake and live,' his youthful Friends replied. 

Now the gay Clerk a modest Drab despis'd. 
And clad him smartly as his Friends advis'd ; 
So fine a Coat upon his Back he threw, 
That not an Alley-Boy Old Abel knew ; 
Broad polishM Buttons blazM that Coat upon. 
And just beneath the Watch's Trinkets shone,— 
A splendid Watch, that pointed out the Time, 
To fly from Business and make free with Crime: 
The crimson Waistcoat and the silken Hose 
Rank'd the lean Man among the Borough Beaux': 
His raven Hair he cropp'd with fierce Disdain, 
And light elastic Locks encas'd his Brain: 
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More pli^t Pupil who could hope to fiud, 
So deck'd in Person and so chao^^d in Mind ? 

When Abel walk'd the Streets, with pleasant mien 
He met his Friends, delighted to be seen ; 
And when he rode along the public Way^ 
No Beau so gaudy and no Youth so gay. 

His pious Sister, now an ancient Maid, 
For Abel fearing, first in secret pray'd; 
Then thus in Love and Scorn her Notions she cooTey' : 

" Alas ! my Brother ! can I see thee pace 
'^ Hood-wink'd to Hell, and not lament thy Case, 
*^ Nor stretch my feeble hand to stop thy headlong race? 
^' Lo ! thou art bound ; a Slave in Solon's Chain, 
<^ The righteous Abel turuM the wretched Coifi; 
'^ His Brotlier's Blood against the Murderer cried, 
*' Against thee thine, unhappy Suicide t 
<' Are all our pious Nights and peaceful Days, 
*' Our Evening Readings and our Morning Praise, 
*^ Our Spirits' Comfort in the Trials sent, 
'< Our Hearts' Riyoicings in the Blessings lent, 
^' All that o'er Grief a cheering Influence shed, 
<< Are these for ever and for ever fled? 

'^ Mlien in the Years gone by, the trying Years, 
" When Faith and Hope had Strife with Wants and 

"Fears, 
" Thy Nerves have trembled' till thoucouldat not eat 
" (Dress'd by this Hand) thy Mess of sunple Meat ; ' 
" When, griev'd by Fastings, gall'd by Fates severe, 
" Slow pass'd the Days of the successless Year ; 
" Still m these gloomy Hours, my Brother then 
" Had glorious Views, unsefen by prosperous Men : 
" And when thy Heart has felt its Wish denied, 
" What gracious Teiits hast thou to Grief applied ; 
" Till thou hast enter'd in thine humble Bed, 
" By lofty Hopes and heavenly Musings fed ; 
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^* Theo I have seen thy lively Looks express 
<< The Spirifs Comforts in the Man's Distress. 

<< Then didst tfaon cry, exulting, < Yes, 'tis fit, 
<< 'Tis meet and right, my Heart ! that we submit:' 
*< And wilt thou, Abely thy new Pleasures wei^ 
'* Against such Triumphs? — Oh! repent and pray. 

*< What are thy Pleasures ?— with the Gay t6 sit 
'< And thy poor Brain torment for aukward Wit ; 
*< All thy good Thoughts (thou haf st them) to restralff, 
^* And give a wicked Pleasure to the Vain ; 
'^ Thy long lean Frame by Fashion to attire, 
'' That Lads may laugh and Wantons may admirt ; 
'' To raise the Mirth of Boys, and not to see, 
'^ Unhappy Maniac ! that they laugh at thee, 

" These boyish Follies, which alone the Boy 
" Can idly act or gracefully enjoy, 
'^ Add new reproaches to thy fallen state, 
" And make Men scorn what they would only hate. 

'* What Pains, my Brother, dost thou take to proTe 
<< A taste for Follies which thou canst not love ? 
*' Why do thy stiffening Limbs the Steed bestride — 
<< That Lads may laugh to see thou canst not ride ? 
'' And why (I feel the crimson tinge my cheek) 
<' Dost thou by night in Diamond-Alley sneak i 

" Farewell ! the Parish will thy Sister keep, 
'' Where she in peace shsill pray and sing and sleep, 
^^ Save when for thee she mourns, thou wicked, wan- 
dering Sheep ! 
'^ When Youth is fall'n, there 's hope the Young may 



" rise, 



" But fallen Age for ever hopeless lies : 
'< Tom up by Storms and placed in Earth once more, 
" The younger Tree may Sun and Soil restore ; 
'< But when the old and sapless Trunk lies low, 
" No Care or Soil can former Life bestow; 
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« Reserv'd for BumU^ is the wortUless Tree; 
« And what, O Abel! is reserv'd for thee?" 
These angry words our Hero deeply felt, 
lliongh hard his Heart, and indisposed to melt I 
To gain Relief he took a Glass the more. 
And then went on as careless as before ; 
' Thenceforth, uncheck'd. Amusements he partook. 
And (save his Ledger) saw no decent Book ; 
Him found the Merchant punctual at his task. 
And that performed, he 'd nothing more to ask ; 
He car'd not how Old Abel play'd the fod, 
No Master he, beyond .the hours of School : 
Thus they proceeding, had their Wine and Jokt, 
Till Merchant Dixon felt a warning Stroke, 
And, after struggling half a gloomy week, 
Left his poor Clerk another Friend to seek. 
Alas ! the Son, who led the Saint asti-ay. 
Forgot the Man whose Follies made him gay ; 
He car*d no more for Abel in his need. 
Than Abel car'd about his hackney Steed ; 
He now, alas ! had all his Eammgs spent. 
And thus was left to languish and repent ', 
No School nor Clerkship found he in the place, 
Now lo9t to Fortune, as before to Grace. 

For Town-Relief the grieving Man applied. 
And begged with tears, what some with scorn denied; 
Others looked down upon the glowing Vest, 
And frowning, ask'd him at what price he dressM? 
Happy for him his Country's Laws are mild, 
They must support him, though they still reviFd ; 
Griev'd, abject, scom'd, insulted, and betray'd, 
Of God unmindful, and of Man afraid, — 
No more he talked; 'twas pain, 'twas shame to speak, 
His lioart was sinking and his Frame was weak. 

y3 



946 POOR oir XHB BOROUGH : liMUr 21 . 

Hif Sister died witii tnch serene delight, 

He once again began to tiiink her right; 

Poor fike himself, the happy Spinster lay, 

And sweet Assorance bless'd her dying-Day: 

Poor like the Spinster, he, when Death was nigh, 

Assor'd of nothing, felt afraid to die. 

The chbeHiil Clerks who sometimes pass*d the door, 

Just mentioned *< AbelP* and then tiionght no more. 

So Abely pondering on his state forlorn, 

Look'd round for Comfort, and was chas'd by Scorn. 

And now we saw him on the Beach reclin'd^ 

Or causeless walking in the winf ry Wind -, 

And when it rais'dii loud and angry Sea, 

He stood and gaz*d, in wretched reverie : 

He heeded not the Frost, the Rain, the Snow, 

Close by the Sea he walk'd alone and slow : 

Sometimes his Frame through many an hour he spread 

Upon a Tomb-Stone, moveless as the Dead \ 

And was there found a sad and silent place, 

There would he creep with slow and measured pace: 

Then would he wander by the Riveras side, 

And fix his eyes upon the falling Tide ; 

The deep dry Ditch, the Rushes in the Fen, 

And mossy Crag-Pits were*his Lodgings then : 

There, to his discontented Thoughts a prey, 

The melancholy Mortal pin'd away. 

The neighboring Poor at length began to speak 
O^AheV^ Ramblings — he 'd been gone a week ; 
They knew not where, and little care they took 
For one so friendless and so poor to look ; ' 
At last a Stranger, in a Pedlar*s Shed, 
Beheld him hanging — he had long been dead. 
He left a Paper, penn'd at sundry times, 
Jntitled thus — " My Groanings and my Crimes! 
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<^ I was a ChrUtian Man, and none conld lay 
^^ Aught to my charge ; I walk'd the narrow Way : 
^' All then was simple .Faith, serene and pure, 
^^ My Hope was steadfast and my Prospects sure; 
^^ Then was I tried by Want and Sickness sore, 
<< But these I clapp'd my Shield of Faith before, 
<< And Cares and Wants and Man's Rebukes I bore : 
^* Alas ! new Foes assaiFd me ; I was yain, 
^* They stung my Pride and they confus'd my Brain : 
'< Oh! these Deluders! with what glee they saw 
** Their simple Dupe transgress the righteous Law ; 
<< 'Twas joy to them to view that dreadM Strife, 
*' When Faith and Frailty warr'd for more than life; 
*^ So with their Pleasures they beguil'd the Heart, 
^^ Then with their Logic they allay'd the smart; 
^' They prov'd (so thought I then) with Reasons strong, 
^< That no Man's Feelings ever lead him wrong : 
^' And thus I went, as on the varmsh'd Ice, 
<^ The smooth Career of Unbelief and Vice. 
*^ Oft would the Youths, with sprightly Speech and 

« bold, 
<* Their witty Tales of naughty Prieits unfold; 
<« < 'Twas all a Craft,' they said, * a cunning Trade, 
« < Not she tiie Priest^, but Priests Religion made ;' 
" So I beUev'd:"— No, Abell to thy grief. 
So thou relinquish'dst all that was BQ^ef :— 
<< I grew as very flint, and when the rest 
^* Laugh'd at Devotion, I enjoy'd the jest; 
'^ But this all vanished like the Morning-dew, 
*' When unemployed, and poor again I grew; 
^' Yeat I was doubly poor, for I was wicked too. 

^ The Mouse that trespas/d and the Treasure stole^ 
<< Found his lean Body fitted to the Hole; 
^< Till having fktted^ he was forc'd to stay, 
<< And, fasting, starve his stolen Bulk vwv^v 
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" Ah ! worse for me — grown poor, I yet remain 
'^ In sinfnl Bonds, and pray and fast in vain. 

<' At length I thought, although these Friends of Sin ' 
<' Have spread their Net and caught their Prey therein ; 
'^ Though my hard Heart could not for Mercy call, • 
'< Because, though great my Grief, my Faith was small ; 
^' Yet, as ihe Sick on skilful Men rely, 
" The Soul diseased may to a Doctor fly. 

** A famous one there was, whose Skill had wrought 
'* Cures past belief, and him the Sinners sought; 
'^ Numbers there were defil'd by Mire and Filth, 
" Whom he recovered by his goodly Tilth : — 
^* * Come then,' I said, ^ let me the Man behold, 
'' ' And tell my case* — I saw hLpn and I told. 

" With trembling voice, * Oh! reverend Sir,' I said, 
<< ' I once believ'd, and I was then misled ; 
*' ' And now such Doubts my sinful Soul beset, 
" * I dare not say that I *m a Christian yet j 
" ' Canst thou, good Sir, by thy superior Skill, 
" * Inform my Judgment and direct my Will? 
" * Ah I give thy Cordial ; let my Soul have rest, 
" * And be the outward Man alone distressed ; 
" * For at my state I tremble/ — ' Tremble more,' 
'' Said the good Man, ^ and then rejoice therefore; 
" * 'Tis good to tremble ; Prospects then are fair, 
" * When the lost Soul is plungM in deep Despair: 
" * Once thou wert simply honest, just and pure, 
" * Whole,asthouthought'st,andneverwish*daCure: 
" * Now thou hast plung'd in Folly, Sh^e, Disgrace; 
" * Now thou 'rt an Object meet for healing Grace; 
" * No Merit thine, no Virtue, Hope, Belief, 
<< < Nothing bast thou, but Misery, Sin, and Grief, 
« ' The best, the only titles to ReUef/ 

" * What must I do,' I said, < my Soul to free?* 
" —* Do notbii^g, Msai*, \\. yiVVl Vi^ dQue for thee/ — 
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" * But must I not, my reverend Guide, believe?* 

« ^< If thou art cali'd, thou wilt the Faith receive :'— 

" « But I repent not.' — ^Angry he replied, 

<< < If thou art call'd, thou needest nought beside : 

^< < Attend on us, and if 'tis Heaven's Decree, 

<< < The Call will come, — if not, ah! wo for thee.' 

<' There then I waited, ever on the watch, 
^ A spark of Hope, a ray of light to catch; 
« His Words fell softly like the flakes of Snow, 
" But I could never find my Heart o'erflow : 
<< He cried aloud, till in the Flock began 
<< The Sigh, the Tear, as caught from Man to Man ; 
<< They wept and they rejoic'd, and there was I, 
<< Hard as a Flint, and as the Desert dry : 
" To me no Tokens of the Call would corae^ 
" I felt my Sentence and receiv'd my Doom ; 
^' But I complain'd — ^ Let thy Repinings cease, 
^' ' Oh! Man of Sin, for they thy Guilt increase; ' 
^< ' It bloweth where it listeth ;— die in peace.' 
^ — ^ In peace, and perish?' I replied; ^ impart 
" * Some better Comfort to a burthen'd Heart' — 
<< < Alas!' the Priest retum'd, ^ can I direct 
" < The heavenly Call?— Do I proclaim th' Elect? 
^ ' Raise not thy Voice against th' Eternal Will, 
^ < But take thy part with Sinners and be still*.' 



* la a periodical work for tbe month of Jane last, the pre- 
ceding dialog ne is pronounced to be a most abominable carica* 
tare, if meant to be applied to Calvinists in general, and greaUjf 
distorted, if designed for an individaal : now the author in his 
preface has declared, that he takes not upon him the censure of 
any sect or society for their opinions; and the lines themsalves 
e?idently point to an individaal, whose sentiments they very faiily 
represent, without any distortion whatsoever. In a pamphlet 
intitled <* A Cordial for a Sin-despairing Soul,** originally written 
by a teacher of religion, and lately re-publithed by Another 
teacher of greater notoriety, tbe reader is informed that after b« 
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^* Alasf for me, no more the times of Peace 
*' Are mine on Earth — ^in Death my Pains may cease. 

'' Foes to my Sonl! ye young Seducers, know, 
'' What serious Ills from your Amusements flow ; 
'' Opinions, you with so much ^ase profess, 
*^ O'erwhehn the Simple and their Minds oppress: 
*' Let such be happy, nor with Reasons strong, 
" That make them wretched, prove their Notions 

wrong; 
** Let them proceed in that they deem the way, 
'' Fast when they will, and at their pleasure pray: 
" Yes, I have Pity for my Brethren's Lot, 
" And so had Dkes, but it help'd him not : 
" And is it thusP^I 'm full of Doubts :— Adieu ! 
'' Perhaps his Reverence is mistaken too." 



bad fall assarance of his Salvation, (he Spirit entered particularly 
into the subject with him ; and, among manj other matters of 
like nature, assured him that " his sins were fully and freely 
** forgiven, as if they had never been committed ; not for any act 
** done by him, whether helieving in ChrUt^ or repenting qf 
** iin ; nor yet for the sorrows and miseries he endured, nor for> 
** any service he should be called upon in his militant state, but 
** for His own Name and for his glory's sake,*' Ac* And the 
whole drift and tenour of the book is to the same purpose, viz. 
the uselessness of all religious duties, such as prayer, contrition, 
fasting, and good works : he shows the evil done by reading such 
books as the Whole Duty of Man, and the Practice of Piety; and 
complains heavily of his relation, an Irish bishop, who wanted him 
to join with the household in family prayer; in fact, the whole 
work inculcates that sort of Quietism which this dialogue alludes 
to, and that without any recommendation of attendance on the 
teachers of the Gospel, but rather holding forth encouragement 
to the supinepess of man's nature ; by the information that he in. 
vain looks for acceptance by the employment of his talents, and 
that his hopes of glory are rather extinguished than raised by aoy 
application to the means of Grace. 

* Cordial, &c. page SI, 
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PETER GRIMES. 



^#^^^i»#i^<^ 



Wu a sordid loal. 



8ach u doei morder for a meed: 
Who but for fear knows ne controal. 
Because his eonscience, sear'd and fbai* 

Feels not tbe import of the deed; 
One whose brate feeling ne'er aspires 
Beyond his own more bmte desires. 

Scott. Marmion. 



Hethonght tbe sonls of all that I had mnrderM, came to my 
tent, and every one did threa t 

Shakspeare. Rich. II I. 



The time hath been, 
lliat when the brains were ont, the man wonid die, 
And theve an end; bat no\r they rise again. 
With twenty mortal murders oa their crowns. 
And push us from our stools. 

Macbetlr. 



#»#>»^»i^^X^ 
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PETER GRIMES. 



The Father nf Peter a Fukcrmaii. — Peter't tmi^ 
ComtMd.^Hu GritfM the Old Mmu-^He Uikm « 
Apprtntice.'-Tke Boff'a Suffering tmd Fate. ^ A 
eeami Boff: how he died.— Peter aeqwUted.—A third 
Apprentice, — A Fby^gie hy Sea: the Btn^ does mi 
retwm. — EvU Report on Peter: he ie tried and 
threatened. — Litea alone. — Hie Melancholy and tno- 
pient Madneee. — h obeerved and vieited. — He eecapee 
and u taken; ie lodged in a Parish-Houee; Women 
attend and watch him,— He speake in a DeUriam: 
grows more collected, — His Account qf his Feelings 
and visionary Terrors previous to his Death. 



Old Peter Grimes made Fishing his Employ, 

His Wife he cabin'd with him and his Boy, 

And seem'd that Life laborious to enjoy : 

To Town came quiet Peter with his Fish, 

And had of all a civil word and wish. 

He left his Trade upon the Sabbath-Day, 

And took young Peter in his hand to pray : 

But soon the stubborn Boy from Care broke loose, 

At first refus'd, then added his abuse : 

His Father's Love he scom'd, his Power defied, 

But being drunk, wept sorely when he died. 

Yes ! then he wept, and to his Mind there came 
Much of his Conduct, and he felt the Shame,— 
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How he had oft the good Old Man levil'd, 
And never paid the Duty of a Child; 
How, when the Father in his Bible read^ 
He in contempt and anger left the Shed : 
« It is the Word of Life," the Parent cried j 
— < This is the life itself/ the Boy replied -, 
And while Old Peter in amazement stood^ 
Gave the hot Spirit to his boiling Blood :— 
How he, with Oath and forious Speech, began 
To prove his Freedpm and assert the Man; 
And when the Parent check'd his impious Rage^ 
How he had cursM the Tyranny of Age,— • 
^ay, once had dealt the sacrilegious Blow 
On his bare Head, and laid his Parent low ; 
The Father groan'd— << If thou art old," said he, 
^ And hast a Son— thou wilt remember me: 
*^ Thy Mother left me in a happy Time, 
^ Thou kill'dst not her— Heav'n spares the doubU 
« Crime." 

On an Inu-settle, in his maudlin Grief, 
This he revolVd, and drank for his Relief. 

Now liv'd the Youth in freedom, but debarred 
From constant Pleasure, and he thought it hard ; 
Hard that he could not every vrish obey, 
But must awhile relinquish Ale and Play ; 
Hard I that he could not to his Cards attend, 
But must acquire tiie Money he would spend. 

With greedy eye he look'd on all he saw, 
He knew not Justice, and he hiugh'd at Law; 
On all he mark'd, he stretch'd his ready Hand ; 
He jfish'd by Water and he filch'd by Land : 
Oft in the Night has Peter dropped hiis Oar, 
Fl^d from his Boat and sought for Prey on Shore; 

E 



Oft ap the JSedge-row glided, 9m hii Back 
Bearing the Orchafd't Fiodoce in a 9aek(y 
Or Farm-yard Load, tagg'd iercel^f from tiie 9taek; 
And as these Wrongs to greater nambei* fooe, 
The more he kwk'd on all Mea as his I\»€g. 

He built a mod-^valPd Boyel, where he kept 
His various Wealth, and there he •ft-times slept; 
But no Snecess coald please his cmel Soul, 
He wish'd for One to trosble alkl cantrool; 
He wanted some obediest Boy tfrj^ad 
And hear the Blow of Ins ootrageoiis Hand ; 
And hop'd to find kk spme propstions hemr 
A feeling Creature sut^ct to his Power. . 

Peter had heard there were in London Htcn,-^ 
Still have they being (--Workhonfle-cleannf^ Ifen, 
Who, undistarb'd by Feeliags JMt os kind. 
Would Parish-Boys to needy Tradeoaen hind: 
They in their want a trifling Sum would take. 
And toiling Slaves of piteous Orphans make. 

Such Peter sought, and when a Lad was Ibwidy 
The Sum was dealt him, and the Slave was hooad. 
Some few in Town, observed in Peten^&Tnp 
A Boy, with Jacket blue and woollen Caif ; 
But none inquired how Peier us'd the R<^> 
Or what the Bruise, that made the Stripliaf S4M|>1 
None could the .Ridges on hi& Back behold^ 
Noije sought him shiv'ring in the Whiter^s Cold.; 
None put the Question, — ** P>etm^ dost thou giiT4 
'< The Boy his Food?— What, M^ ! the^LaduMMtJIiit : 
'< Consider, P^ter, let the Chiki have Bread, 
<< He '11 serve thee better if he's stiok^d apd f^** 
None reason'd thii»~aiid some, on healing Cries, 
Said cahnly, '< €irimes is at hfe Exercise.'' 
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Piml'd^ beaten, eeM, pin€k% threaten'd, attd 
abus'd — 
His Efforts punith'd amd his Food H^^d,^ 
A%rake toirmetited, — soen aitrasM ftoni sleep,— 
Struck if he wept, and yet compelled to weep, 
The trettUuig Boy dro^^'d dowo aaid strove to pray,* 
Receiv'd a Blow, and tremMing tam'd away, 
Or sobb'd and hid his plteofls Ace; — ^while he. 
The savage Master, grinn'd in horrid glee : 
He 'd now the power he ever lov'd t6 show, 
A fe^btg Being sabject to his Blow. * 

Thus Uv'd the Lad, id Hanger, Peril, Pain, 
His Tears despis'd, his Sapplications Vain : 
CompeH'd by fear to lie, by need to steal. 
His Bed uneasy and unUest his Meal, 
For three sad Yean the Boy his Tortures bore. 
And then his Pains and Trials were no more. 

< How died he, Peter T when the People said, 
He growrd— << I found him lifeless in his Bed,-^ 
Then tried for softer tone, and sigh'd, << Poor Stan k 

« dead." 
Yet murmurs were there^ and some questions ask'd,<^ 
How he was fed, how pnnish'd, and how task'd? 
Much they suspected, btit they little proVd, 
And Peier pass'd untroubled and unmov'd* 

Another Boy with equal ease was found. 
The Moneys granted, and the Vietim boiuid ; 
And what his Fate?-^ne night it chanc'd be fi^ 
From the Boaf s Mast and perish'd in her Well, 
JUiere Fish were livuig kept, and where the Boy • 
. (So reasoned Men) could not himself destroy :— 

" Yes! so it was," said Pe*er, " in his play, 
^* (For he was idle both by night and day,) 
*^ He climb'd the Main-mast and then fell below ;"-^ 
Then show'd hu Corpse and pointed^ the Blew^ 
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' What said the Jmy ?'-^they were long in doabt^ 

Bat sturdy Peier faced the matter oat: 

So tliey dismlBs'd liim, saying at tlie time, 

* Keep Hut year Hatcliway when you've Boys fvko 

* climb.' 
fbis liit tlie conscience, and he colonr'd more 
Tlian for the closest questions pnt before. , 

Tha^ all his Fears the Verdict set aside> 
And at the Slave-shop Peter still applied. 

Then came a Boy, of Manners soft and mild, — 
Oar Seamen's Wives with grief beheld the CMd;, 
All thought (the Poor themselves) that he was one 
Of gentle Blood, some noble Sinner's Son, 
Who had, belike, deceiv'd some humble Maid^ 
Whom he had first seduc'd and then betray'd :-* 
However this, he seem'd a gracious Lad, 
In Grief submissive and with Patience sad. 

Passive be laboured, till his slender Frame 
Bent with his Loads, and he at length was lame : 
Strange that a Frame so weak could bear so long 
The grossest Insult and the foulest Wrong; 
But there were causes — in the Town they gave 
Fire, Food, and Comfort, to the gentle Slave ; 
And though stem Petery with a cruel Hand, 
And knotted Rope, enforced the rude Command, 
Yet he consider'd what he 'd lately felt. 
And his vile Blows with selfish Pity dealt. 

One day such Draughts the cruel Fisher made, 
He could not vend them in his Borough-Trade, 
But sail'd for London-Mart : the Boy was iU, 
But ever humbled to his Master's will; 
And on the River, where they smoothly sail'd, 
pe strove with terror and awhile prevailed ; 
But new to Danger on the angry Sea, 
He clung affrighten'd to his Master's knee: 



The Boat grew leaky and the Wind was stvoMg, 
Rough was the Passage and the Time was long; 
His liqnor fall'd, kud Peter's Wrath arosie,— 
No tuoifR iM known — ^the rest we mast sappose. 
Or learn of Peter; — Peter says, he ** spied 
** The Stripfing's danger and for Harbour tried; 
*' Meantime tiie Fish, and then th* Apprentice died.** 

The pitying Women rals'd a Ctamour romd^ 
And weeping said, ^ Thotl host thy 'Prentice drowifd.^ 

'Now the stem Man was sittwnoif d to tiie HaH, 
To teH his Tale before the Burghers all : 
He gave th' Acconnt; professed the Lad he toT'd, 
And kept his brazen Features all fmmoyd. 

The Mayor himself with tone severe replied,*** 
^ Heucefotdi with thee shall never Boy abide ; 
^< Hire thee a Freeman, whom thov dorst not beat^ 
'^ But who, in thy despite, will sleep and eat: 
** Free tiiou art now! — again shouldst thou appear, 
*^ Thou It find thy Sentence, like thy Soul, setere.'^ 

AlflAf ibr Peter not a helphug Hand, 
So was he hated, could he now command; 
Alone he row'd fats Boat, alone he cast 
His Nets beside, o^ made his Anchor fiat; 
To hold a Rope or hear a Cnnt was mme,— 
He toil'd and rafl'd; he groan'd alid iwore akme. 

Thus by himself compelled to live each day, 
To wait for certain hours the Tide'il d^lay ; 
At the same Tfanes ^e same duU Views to see, 
llie boimding Mar^-bank and the bUgllted Tree; 
The Water only, when the Tides w«re high, " \ 
When low, the Mud half-cover'd and ISitMxf ; — 
l%eSmi-bunit Tar that blisters oh the !l^iailiii, * 
And Bank-side Stakes in their uneven ranks ^ 
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Heaps of entangled Weeds that tlowly^oaty 
As the Tide rolls by the impeded Boat 

Mlien Tides were neap, and, in the sultry day, 
Tbrougfa^ie tall bounding Mud-banks made their iray, 
Which on each side .rose swelling, and below 
The dark warm Flood ran silently and slow; 
There anchoring, Peier chose from Man to hide. 
There hang his Head, and view the lazy Tide 
In its hot slimy Channel slowly glide; 
Whiere the small Eels that left the deeper way^ 
For the warm Shore, ¥rithin the Shallows plaj; 
Where gaping Muscles, left upon the Mud, 
Slope their slow piusage to the fallen Flood ;'7-v 
Here dull and hopeless he 'd lie down and tsace 
How 9Ldek>ng Crabs had scrawl'd their enaHu^nctt 
Qr sadly listen to the tuneless cry 
Of fishing GuU or clanging Golda^Eye; 
What time |he Sea-birds to the Marsh would come, . 
And the loud Bittern, from the Bull-rush home. 
Crave from the Saltrditch side the bellowing Boom : 
He nurs'd the Feelings these dull Scenes produce, . 
And lov'd to stop beside the opemng Sluice; 
Where the small Stream, confin'd in narrow bound. 
Ran with a dull, unvaried, saddening sound ^ 
Where all, presented to the Eye or Ear, 
Oppre^'d the Soul with Misery, Grief, and Fear. 

Besides these objects, there were Places three, . 
Which Peter seem'd with certain dread to see; 
When he drew near them he would turn from each, 
And loudly whi&tle till he pass'd the Reach*, 



* The Reaches in a River are those Parts which extend fraoi 
point to point. Johnson has not the word preciselj in this 
sens«;^ hut it is rery common, and 1 beiieve tu«I wheresocTcr ft 
Mivfgable rirer can be found in this countrjr. 



A chimge of Scene to him brought no relief. 
In Town, ^twas plain. Men took him for a Thief: 
The Sailors' Wives would stop him in the Street, 
And say, <* Now, Peter, thou'st no Boy to beat:" 
Infants at play, when they perceived him,^vi, 
'Warning each other — *^ That's the wicked Man :** 
He growrd an oath, and in an angry tone 
Curs'd the whole Place and wished to be alone. 

Alone he was, the same dull Scenes in view, 
And still more gloomy in hts sight they grew : 
Tbongb Man he hated, yet employed alone 
At bootless labour, he would swear and groan, 
Cursing the Shoals that glided by the spot, 
And GuUs that caught them when his arts could ndt. 

Cold nervous Tremblings shook his sturdy Frame, 
And strange Disease — he couldn't say the name; 
Wild were his Dreams, and oft he rose in fright, 
Wak'd by his view of Horrors in the Night, — 
Horrors that would the sternest Minds amaze. 
Horrors that Demons might be proud to raise : 
And though he felt forsaken^ grieVd at heart, 
To think he liy'd from all Mankind apart ; 
Yet, if a Man approach'd, in terrors he would start. 

A Winter pass'd since Peter saw the Town, 
And Summer-Lodgers were again come down ; 

These, idly cprious, with their glasses spied 
The Ships in Bay as anchored for the Tide, — 
The River's Craft,— the Bustle of the Quay,— 
And Sea-port Views, which Landmen love to ste. 

One, up the River, had a Man and Boat 
Seen day by day, now anchor'd, now afloat; 
Fisher he seem'd, yet us'd no Net nor Hook ; 
Of Searfowl swimming by, no heed he took. 
But OJDT the gilding Waves still fix'd his lazy look ;. < 
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At certeia stsdoiis lie wonki view tbe Stream, 
As if lie stoodbewikler'd in a Dream, 
Or that some Power had chain'd ttfni ibr a tinie, 
To feel a Corse or meditate on Crime. 

This known, some carious, some in pity went, 
And otiiers qnestion'd^^' Wretch, dost thon reptiot?^ 
He heard, he trembled, and in fear resigned 
His Boat: new terror fill'd his restiess Mind ; 
Farioas he grew, and np the Country ran. 
And there they seia^d him— a ^stemper^d Man:— 
Him we reeeiVd, and to a Paririi-bed, 
FoUow'd and enrs'd, tte groaning Man wai led. 

Here when they saw him, whom they ubM to alnni, 
A lost, lone Jtfan, so harassed and undone;' 
Our gentle Females, erer prompt to feel, 
Percelv'd Compassion on their Anger stei^; 
His Crimes they could not from their Memories Mot, 
But they w^re griev'd, and trembled at his Lot. 

A Priest too came, to whom his words are told; 
And all the signs they shuddered to behold. 

^* Lode I look V* they cried ; ^ his Limbs with horror 
" sh^e, 
^' And as he grinds his Teeth, what noise they nnike! 
^^ How glare his angry Eyes, and yet he 's not awidce: 
*^ See ! what cold Drops upon his Forehead stand, 
'' And how he clenches that broad bony Ifend." 

The Priest attending, found he spoke at times 
As one alluding to bis Fears and Crimes: 
" It wa^ the ftll,*' he muttcr'd, « I can show 
" The mamveir how^^I never struck a Wow :"— 
And then aloud--<< Unhand me, fVee my Chain ; 
" On Oath, he feH— it struck him to the Brain :— 
" Why ask ray Father ?->that old Man Witt swear 
" Against my Life ; besides, he wasn't there :— 



Ltitm' 9S.] PITSR ORiMVf. mi 

^ What, all agreed?— Am I to die to-day?— 
** My Lord, in mercy, give me tioM to pray." 

Tbeo as tliey watch'd him, cafaner he became, 
And grew so weak he couldn't more his Frame, 
But murmuring spake,— while they could see and haar 
The start of Terror and the groan of Fear; 
See the large Dew-beads on his Forehead rise, 
And the cold Death-drop glaae his sunken Eyes; 
Nor yet be died, but with unwonted fbrce 
Seem'd with some fancied Being to discourse: 
He knew not us, or with accustom'd art 
He hid the knowledge, yet exposed his Heart; 
Twas part Confession and the rest Defence, 
A Madman's Tale, with gleams of waking Sense. 

<< I'll tell you aU," he said, «< the very day 
*^ When the Old Man first plac'd them in my way : 
<< My Father's Spirit — ^he who always tried 
'^ To give me trouble, when he liv'd and died*— 
^' When he was gone, he could not be content 
*' To see my Days in painful Labour spent, 
*^ But would appoint his Meetings, and he made 
** Me ¥ratch at these, and so neglect my Trade. - 

** ^Twas one hot Noon, all silent, stUl, serene, 
'^ No Hving Being had I lately seen; 
'^ I paddled up and down and dipp'd my Net, 
^ But (such his pleasure) I could nothing get,— 
" A Father's pleasure, when his Toil was done, 
*^ To plague and torture thus an only Son ! 
/' And so I sat and look'd upon the Stream, 
" How it ran on, and felt as in a Dream: 
'^ But Dream it was not ; no ! — I fix'd my Eyes 
** On the nud Stream and saw the Spirits rise; 
*^ I saw my Father on the Water stand, 
** And bold a thin pale Boy in either hand ; 
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*< And there Itey giitted giMt|y <Mi the top 
<< Of the salt Fleod, eiMl mswtr toncfa'd a idfep: 
^ I would have ftmck them^ bat ihtey ka^fw ^latent, 
** And MttU'd iqpoB tbe Oar^ aad down they went. 

*^ NoWy fintt that day, whenever I b^^ 
<< To dip my Net, tbero steed the hard Old Maa 
** He and thoM Beyt : I hamMed ae and pra/d 
** They would be gene ;— tiiey heeded not, hut ilay'4: 
** Nor could I tain, nor would the Boat fo by^ 
'^But gaang oo the Spirits, there was I ; 
^ They bade pie leap to death, but I was loth to die { 
^ And every day, as sure as day aitMe, 
<< Would these three Spirits o^et bm ere the doses 
<< To hear and mark theai daily wa9 tny dooaii, 
<< And * CMae,' they aaid, with wei^^ led voices, ^ oome/ 
'^ To row avi^y with all my strength I try'd, 
** But there were they, hard by me in the Tide, 
^^ The three unbodied Forms— and ' Come,' still 

" * come,' they cried. 
^' Fathers should pity— but this old Man shook 
" His hoary liOcks, and froze me by a Look : 
'' Thrice, when I struck them, through the water came 
<< A hoUow Groan, that weakened all my Frame : 
" < Father!' said I, * have mercy :'— He replied, 
" I know not what — the angry Spirit lied, — 
<< < Didst thou not draw thy Knife?' said he:— 'Twas 

« true, 
'' But I had Pity and my Arm withdrew : 
" He cried for Mercy, which I kindly gave, • 

'' But he has no Compassion in liis Grave. 

" There were three places, where they ever rose, — 
^' The whole long River has not such as those, — 
'^ Places accurs'd, where, if a Man remain, 
« He '11 see the things which strike him to the Brain ; 



Letter 23.1 peter grimes. 369 

<' And there they made me on my Paddle lean, 
<< And look at them for hours; — accursed Sceiici| 
<< When they would glide to that smooth Eddy-^ftoe, 
" Then bid me leap and join them in the place; 
<* And at my Groans each little yillain Sprite 
'< Enjoyed my Pains and vanished in delight. 

** In one fierce Summer-day, when my poor Brain 
'' Was burning hot and cruel was my Pain, 
" Then came this Father-foe, and there he stood 
'' With his two Boys again upon the Flood; 
'^ There was more Mischief in their Eyes, more Glee 
'* In their pale Faces when they glar'd at me : 
^' Still did they force me on the Oar to rest, 
'^ And when they saw me fainting and oppressed, 
'* He, with his Hand, the Old Man, scoopM the Flood, 
^' And there came Flame about him mix'd with Blood ; 
.^ He bade me stoop and look upon the place, 
^ Then flung the hot-red Liquor in my Face ; 
'< Burning it bkiz'd, and then I roar'd for Pam, 
'* I thought the Demons would have tum'd my Brain. 

<< Still there they stood, and forc'd me to behold 
<' A* place of Horrors — they cannot be told— 
<< M^ere the Flood open'd, there I heard the Shriek 
'< Of tortur'd Guilt— no earthly tongue can speak: 
'< ' All Days alike! for ever!' did they say, 
<* ' And unremitted Torments every Day' — 
*^ Yes, so they said:" — But here he ceas'd and gaz'd 
On all around, afirighten'd and amaz'd ; 
And stiD he tried to speak, and look'd in dread 
Of frighten'd Females gathering round his Bed; 
Then dropped exhausted and appeared at rest. 
Till the strong Foe the vital Powers possessed ; 
Then with an inward, broken voice he cried, 
<" Acw tliey cme;' aad mnnm^H m Iw dM. 
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PRISONS. 



Powa antem tdMOieo* ae mult6 larlor illi«, 

Qau at CsdiUas gravis invenit ant RbadamaatbRf , 

Moete die^oa nam gvtare in pectoca tetteau 

JaveBaU8at.lS»I.I»7, 



Thiak mj fbnner fUte a happy diaam. 
From which awak'd, tha trvth of what we are, 
Showt VM bat thii<— I am sworn brother bow 
To grim Nece«itj, and ha aad I 
WiU keep a leafM ^iU death. 

Richard II* 
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PRISONS. 

The Mind qfMan mccommodaie$ itself to aU SUuaHoiu *, 
Prisons otherwioe would be intolerable, — Debion : their 
d^ereni Kinds : Three particularly described ; oihers 
more briefly, — An arrested Prisoner : His Account ef 
his Feelings and his Situation, — The AUeviations iff a 
Prison, — Prisoners for Crimes, — 7\m condemned: a 
vindictive Female: a Higkumjfmm — Tfcg Interval 
between Cmtdemnatien and Execution, — JEfi* FeeUngs 
as the Time approaches,^ His Dream, 



'Ti8 well— that Man to all the varying states 
Of Good and III his Mind acconunodates ; 
He not alone progressive Grief sustains, 
But soon submits to unexperiencM Pains : 
Change after change, all Climes his Body bears'j 
His Mind repeated shocks of changing Cares : 
Faith and fair Virtue arm the nobler Breast ; 
Hope and mere Want of Feeling aid the rest. 

Or who could bear to lose the balmy Air 
Of Summer's Breath, from all things fresh and ftli^ 
With all that Man admires or loves below ; 
All Earth and Water, Wood and Vale bestow, 
Where rosy Pleasures smile, whence real Blessings fioi 
With Sight and Sound of every kind that lives. 
And crowning all with Joy that Freedom, ^ves^ 
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Who couUI from tbttae^im aemt naliappy Oty, 
Bear to be drawn by mthleii anus away. 
To the vik NaiMuiee of a noiMMHe Boom, 
Where only ImMlenee aad Miaerf come? 
(Save that the oorioiu will by chaMoe appear. 
Or some ia Pity drop a fruitless Tear ;) 
To a damp Prison, where the very sight 
Of the warm Son is favour and not right ; 
Where all we hear or see the Feelings shock, 
The Oath and Groan, the Fetter and the Lock? 

Who could bear this and live?-^hl many a year 
All this is borne, and Miseries- more severe ; 
An4 some there are, fkmiliar with the Scene, 
Who live hi Mirth, though few become serene. 

Far as I might the mward Man perceive. 
There was a constant Effort— not to grieve ; 
Not to despair, for better Days would come. 
And the freed Debtor smile again at home : 
Subdued his Habits, he may Peace regain. 
And Mess the Woes tliat were not sent in vain. 

Thus might we class the Debtors here confin'd, - 
The more deeeiVd, the more deceitfhl lund ; 
Here are the guilty Race, who mean to live 
On Credit, that Credn^ty will give ; 
Who purchase, conscious they can never pay ; 
Who know their Fattf, and trafl&c to betrays 
On whom no Pity, Fear, Remorse, prevail. 
Their aim a Statute, their resource a Jail ;«- 
These, as the public Spoilers, we regard. 
No Dun so hunhy no Creditor so hard. 

A second kind are they, who truly strive 
To keep thdr sinkmg Credit long alive ; 
Success, nay Prudence, they may want, but yet 
They would be solvent, and de|4ore a Debt^ 
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An Meant tlMjr me, to aH Espedienli niy 
And are by flow, sad tteps, at last-niidoiie: 
Justly, perbaps, yoo Mame tlieir Want of SkOl, 
But mourn their Feelings and absolve tiMir VHSL 

There is a Debtor, who bis trifling «ll 
Spreads in a Shop ; it would not ffll a Stafl: 
There at one Window his Temptation li^^ 
And in new Modes disposes and dtspfaya : 
Above the Door yoo shall his Name bdiold. 
And what he vends in ample Letters told. 
The words RepotUonf^ Wwehimtey all 
He uses to enlarge Concerns so small: 
He to his Goods assigns some Beauty's NanCy 
Then in her Reign, and hopes they 11 share her Fame; 
And talks of Credit, Commerce, Traffic, Trade, 
As one important by their Profit made ; 
Bnt who can paint the vacancy, the gloom. 
And spare dimensions of one backward Room?' 
Wherein he dines, if so 'tis fit to speak^ 
Of one day's Herring and the morrow's Steak; 
An Anchorite in diet, all his care 
Is to display his Stock and vend his Ware. 

Long waiting hopeless, then he tries to meet 
A kinder Fortune in a distant Street; 
There he again displays, increasing yet 
Corroding Sorrow and consuming Debt : 
Alas ! he wants the Requisities to rise — 
The true Connections, the availing Ties ; 
They who proceed on Certainties advance, 
These are not Times when Men prevail by Chanoe : 
But still he tries, till, after Years of Pain, 
He finds, with anguish, he has tried in vain. 
Debtors are these on whom 'Us hard to press, 
'Tis base, impolitic, and merciless. 



To these we add n nitoellaiieoiu kind, 
By Pleasure, Pride, and Indolence conlin'd ; 
Those whom no Calls, no Warnings conk! dii^ert, 
The unexperienced and the inexpert ; 
The Boflder, Idler, Schemer, Gamester, Sot,— 
Hm FolMes d i f feren t, hot the same their Lot ; 
Victims of Horses, Lasses, Drinking, Dice, 
Of every Passion, Hamowr, Whim, ud Yice. 

See ! that sad Merchant, who hot yeoterday 
Had a vast Homiehold in conmand and pay ; 
He now entreats permission to employ 
A Boy he needs, and then entreats the Boy. 

And there sits one, impnyvtdent bnt kind, 
Bound f6r a Friend, whom Honour could not bind ; 
Sighing, he speaks to any who appear, 
<< A treacherous Friend^'twas that which sent me here: 
*< I was too kind, — I thought I could depend 
<< On his bare word^-he was a treacherous Friend." 

A Female toof^^ is to her s^ Home, 
She came before—and she agafai will come : 
Her Friends have pity; When their Anger drops. 
They tdte her lMme^-««he's tried her Schools and 

Shops ■ 
Plan after Plan ^-»but Fortune would not mend. 
She ts herself was stOI the treacherous Friend} 
And wheresoe^r be|[an, all here was sure to ends 
And there she ^ts ao ttoughH ess and as gay, 
As if she'd Means, or not a Debt to payv— 
Or knew to - mo r row A t 'd be calTd aw^f^* 
Or fdt a Shilfing and could dine to-day. 

Wh^ tiins obser? ing, I began to trace 
The sobered Fe atu res of a weH-Jmowir Face>— ^ 
Looks once ftmiliar, Manneit form'd to please, 
And all iHumin'd by a Heart at eases 

A AS 
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Bat Fraud and Flattery erer claimed a part 
(Still unresisted) of that easy Heart ; 
But he at length beholds nie^^ Ah ! my Friend ! 
* And have thy Pleasures this unlucky end?* 

** Too sure," he said, and smiling as he sigfa'd; 
<< I went astray, though Prudence seem'd my Guide; 
** All she propoB*d I in my Heart approY'd, 
** And she was honoured, but my Pleasure lov'd^- 
^^* Pleasure, the Mistress to whose arms I fled, 
^ From Wife-like Lectures angry Prudence read. 

'* M^y speak the Madness of a life like mine) 
** The powers of Beauty, Novelty, and Wine? 
^< Why paint the wanton Smile, the venal Vow, 
^* Or Friends whose worth I can appreciate now? 

** Oft I perceiv'd my Fate, and then would say,. 
** I '11 think to-morrow, I must live to-day: 
<< So am I here — I own the Laws are just — 
*< And here, where Thought is painful, think I must :• 
'' But Speech is pleasant, this Discourse with thee 
<< Brings to my Mind the Sweets of Liberty, 
'* Breaks on the sameness of the place, and gives 
^' The doubtful Heart Conviction that it lives. 

<' Let me describe my Anguish in the hour 
'< When Law detained me and I felt its power. 

'< When in that Shipwreck, this I found my Shore, 
" And join'd the Wretched, who were wreck'd before ; 
^' When I perceived each Feature in the Face, 
** Pinched through Neglect or turbid by Disgrace ; 
** When io these wasting Forms Affliction stood 
" In my afflicted view, it chill'd my Blood ; — 
<' And forth I rush'd, a quick Retreat to make, 
*^ Till a loud Laugh proclaimed the dire Mistake ; 
<' But when.the Groan had settled to a Sigh, 
*' When Gloom became familiar to the Eye, 



^ When I perceive how others seem to rest, 
** With every Evil rankling in my Breast,— 
^ Led by Example, I pat on the Man, 
** Sing ctf my Sighs, and trifle as I can. 

^ Homer I nay Pope/ (for never will I seek 
*' Applaose for Learning — nought have I with Greek) 
** Gives us the Secrets of his Pagan HeU, 
** Where Ghost with Ghost in sad Communion dwell ; 
<' Where Shade meets Shade, and round the gloomy 

<' Meads 
^ They g^de and speak of oldlieroic Deeds, — 
^ WhatFlelds they conquered, andwhatFoestheyslew' 

** And sent to join the melancholy Crew. 

<< When a new Spiritin that World was founds ' 
^ A thousand shadowy Forms came flitting round; 
^ Those who had known him, fond inquiries made^— ' 
«« Of all we left, inform us, gentle Shade, 
^ < Now as we lead thee in our Realms to dwell, 
" * Our twilight Groves, and Meads of A$phodel' 

<< What paints the Poet, is our station here, 
** Where we like Ghosts and flitling Shades <q>pear i 
M This is the Hdl he sbigs^ and here we meet, 
*' And former Deeds to new-made Friends repeat ; 
^ Heroic Deeds, which here obtain us Fame, 
'* And are in fact the Causes why we came: 
^ Yesf this dim Region is cUd Homer's Hell, 
** Abate but Groves and Meads of Atphodel. 

^ Here, when a Stranger firom your World we spy, 
^ We gather round him and for News apply ; 
*^ He hears unheeding, nor can Speech endure, 
^ But shivering gazes on the vast Obscure : 
" We smiling pity, and by Kindness show 
** We felt his Feelings and hb Terrors know ; 
«< Then speak of Comfort—Time will give him ^ght,'- 
^ Where now 'lis dark -, where now 'tis Wo— Delight. 



<« < Shall not a Priaos but a Ctiti* be: 
'^ < WhentotheWretcliwhancafrtaadgwihotttfiHiiid^ 
«« < The Worid '• a Pitea, vi«i a wider bomi; 
<< < Go wiMK he nay, b» feels Iteaelf cottfiaT^y 
<« « And wean the F>et|cnef an akyect Ifisd.' 

<* But now adieu ! thcee Glmt-Ktye M>pear, 
^ ThoB ait set wofthjr to he Imnate beie: 
^ Go to tlqr WoiM, and to the Yong aielar* 
<< What we, our Spirits and EmploymoMliy mn^, 
<< Tell theati how we the IHaof life eachwe^ 
^ Car Eaipire stable, and mm State leeaie j 
<< Our Dress, oue Diet, fbr tiMir use deaerib% 
*< And bid .theai baate to join the gen"roM Tribe : 
<< Qatotb^World,aadlMnFea»hefetokilipett, 
^ Who la its Joys and Canforts bid fivewMll.'^ 

Farewell to these ; but other Socotss I ▼tew, 
And other Grieik, and Guilt of deeper hue ; 
Where Conscience giyes to outward lUs lier Pain, 
Gloom to the Night, and Pressure to the Qhaia : 
Here sfsparate Gelb^ awhila in liieefy keep» 
TwodooBi'^tosafier: theve they strive te Slee^; 
By day iadalg^d, in larger Space they rang^ 
Their Bondage certain, but their Bounds hanre change. 

One was a Female, who had grievoua 111 
Wrought in Revenge, and she eigoy'd it stiU : 
With Death before her, and her Fa^te in view, 
Ua^ated Vengeance in her Bosom grew : 
Sullen she wa& aad tfareat'nlng ; in her Eye 
Glar'd the stem Ttiumph tiiat she dar'd to die : 
But first a Being in the World must leave— ^ 
Twas once Reproach ; 'twa^ now a short Reprieve* 

She was a PUupec bocmd, who early gave 
Ifcr Mind to Vice and doubly was a Slave ; 



Upbraided, betten, held by rough Contronl, 
Revenge iiistaiii'dy inspir'd, and fill'd her Sonl : 
She fir'd a ibU^tor'd Bam, confesa'd the fact. 
And laugh'd at Ijaw and justified the act: 
Our gentle Vicar tried his powers in vain, 
She answered not, or answered with disdain ; 
Th' approaching Fate she heard without a sigh. 
And neither car'd to Hye nor lear'd to die. 

Not so he felt, who with her was to pay 
The forfeit, life— with dread he view'd the Day, 
And that short Space which yet for him remain'd. 
Till with his limbs his Faculties were chained : 
He pac'd his narrow Bounds some Ease to find, 
But found it not,— no Comfort reached his llfind i 
Each Sense was palsied ; when he tasted Food, 
He sigh'd and said, ^< Enough — ^'tis very good.*' 
Since his dread Sentence, nothing seem'd to be 
As once it was — he seeing could not see. 
Nor hearing, hear aright; — ^when first I came 
Within his view, I fancied there was Shame^ 
I judg*d Resentment; I mistook the Air,— > 
These fainter Passions live not with Despair ; 
Or but exist and die : — ^Hope, Fear, and Love, 
Joy, Doubt, and Hate, may other Spirits move. 
But touch not his, who every waking Hour 
Has one fix'd Dread, and always feels its power. 

*^ But will not Mercy i** — ^No ! she cannot plead 
For such an Outrage ; — 'twas a cruel Deed : 
He stopped a timid Traveller ; — ^to his Breast, 
With Oaths and Curses, was the Danger pressed :— 
No ! he must suffer ; Pity We may find 
For one Man's Pangs, but must not wrong MankimL 

Still I behold him, every Thought employ'd 
On one dire View J— all others are desteo/d i 



9T4 VKIMIH. [ltUtr9$. 



This makflt his FeMnffCf ghi^T, givw tlie IMi 
Of his few WondB renMibUiice to a GroMi : 
He takes lib twtdfss FooO^ wd ivImi tis ^m% 
Counts up his Mttls, aowksets'iihyttelOM; 
For Expectation is on Tiffin inteiit. 
Whether he bnngs us Joy or PwiwsUment. 

Yes ! e'ftn in Sleep Uie Imprtsiioiis aQ r9fMil% 
He hears the Senteiico wnA he Irek tha CMii ; 
He sees the Judge and Jury, when he shakes, 
And kmdly eries, << Not guilty,^ and anfaktos 
Thea ebimiig Treail^liiifs e'er his Body creep, 
Till woni-^ut Nature is eontpeU^d to sleep. 

Now comes tho Dream agalns it shews eaidiSoesN, 
With eaeh small Circumstuice that comes betwfe»- 
The C9U to Suffering and &e very D%9^^ 
There Crowds go with him, follow, and preijedo^ 
Some heartless shout, some pity, all eondmiin, 
While he in fancied Envy looks at them : 
He seems the Place for that sad Act to see. 
And dreams the very Thirst whicli then will be : 
A Priest attends — ^it seems, the one he knew 
In his best days, beneath whose care he grew. 

At this his Terrors take a sudden flight, 
He sees his native Village with delight ; 
The House^ the Chamber, where he once array'd 
His youthful Person ; where he knelt and pray'd : 
Then too the Comforts he enjo/d at home. 
The Days of Joy ; the Joys themselves are co«s*;— " 
Tlie Hours of Innocence ;-«the timid hook 
Of his lov'd Maid, when first her hand he took 
And told his Hope; her trembling Joy appears. 
Her fbrc'd Reserve and his retreating Fears. 

All now is present ;«~'tis a moment's gleam 
Of former Sunshine-^stay, delightful Dtean f 



Give hbii her Am, of Bi C pg higt^ietliwiailaMft, 
Yes! ill ftfe urM^ldm ttow, ti4 all tfie wMk 
life's eiftrl]^ Protpeeli Md IiIb F«mif%%kMil^\ 
Then come ld» Si0leV aif4 Ms VHUg«4'tteii(ly 
And he will noi# ttl*0lv«eieflt MotiMttCs i]^d 
life has to jrieM v*^*! iHeytfr will tie Aftd 
Again on Earfl^ SiMH FleeuMfe? iii Ms BUM > 
He goes tltfMigfa ihtabhjr Walks these Friends MAOiig, 
Love hi thehr Looks iiiidHon0Br on the Tottgue; 
Nay, there's sE CMMd h«ymi<f ^fHtet Vhrtnre lftc^S| 
The Blomh is softer and tiMtt i^«reetljr glows>« 
Pierc'd by no Crime, and urg'd by no desire 
For more than true and honest Hearts require, 
They feel the calm Delight, and thus proceed 
Through the green Lane,— then linger in the Mead,-* 
Stray o'er the Heath in all its purple bloom,— 
And pluck the Blossom where the wild Bees hum ; 
Then through the broomy Bound with ease they pass. 
And press the sandy Sheep-walk's slender Grass, 
Where dwarfish Flowers among the Gorse are spread, 
And the Lamb browzes by the Linnef s Bed ; 
Then 'cross the bounding Brook they make their way 
O'er its rough Bridge—and there behold the Bay!^ 
The Ocean smiling to the fervid Sun— 
The Waves that faintly fidl and slowly run— 
The Ships at distance and the Boats at hand ; 
And now they vralk upon the Sea-side Sand, 
Counting the Number and what Kind they be. 
Ships softly sinking in the sleepy Sea : 
Now arm in arm, nOw parted, they behold 
The glitf ring Waters on the Shingles roU'd : 
The timisl Giris, half dreading their design, 
Dip the small Foot in the retarded Brine^ 



And search for crimMn Weeds» vAkk qweadiag fl«ir. 
Or lie like Pictnres on the Sand below ; 
With all those bright red Pebbles^ tiiat the Son 
Through the small Waves so softly shines upon -, 
And those live lucid Jellies which the eye 
Delights to trace as Jthey swim glitf ring by : . «. 
Pearl-shells and rubied Star-fish they admire^ 
And will arrange above the Parlour-fire,—- 
Tokens of Bliss !— << Oh ! hoijible ! a Wave 
** Roars as it rises— save me, Edward/ saveP* 
She cries :— Alas! the Watchman on hia way 
Calls and lets in— Truth, Terror^ and tb» Dayi 
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SCHOOLS. 



Th qnoque ae meCou, «|iuunTl« Schota Terbere mnlto 
Increpet et trncnlenU waex feret ora awfbter; 
D^eaerw aoimot timor aifoit ; at tibi eoMta 
latrepidas, nae te clamor plagnqqe loiiaBtai, 
Nee Biatatinlt afit^ foniiido mb bwit, 
QaM aceptnun Tibrat ferulB, qadd molHt mpellez 
Vlrgea, qa6d molls tcatkam pnBtezit alata, 
Qodd ferveat tfepldo ■abfdUa veitm tnmalti, 
Pompa loci, eC Yaai foglatar iceaa timoris, 

AasonioB in Protreptico ad Vepotcm. 



Be it a vealmeM, tc deeenres some praiie«-*> 
We love tbe plaj-place of our earijr days ; 
The leene Is toadiinir, and tbe heart It itoae 
That ibtb not at that si|^ii— and feeic at aoae. 
The wall on which ve tried oar graYinf iklU ; 
The verj name we earv*d sabilftini; ttill ; 
The bench on which we sat wliile deep employed, 
Thoogh maaf1ed,lMck*d, and hew*d, jet not deitroj'd. 

The little ones unhnttoaM^ gtowing hot, 
Plajrittg oar games, and on the very spot; 
As happj as we once to kneel and draw 
The cballcy ring and hnucUh down at tav«^ 
This fond attachment to the well-koowa place, 
Wlien flnt we started into life'k long race. 
Maintains its hold with snch anlUlbig swaj. 
We feel it e*ea in age and at oar latest daj. 

Cowper. 
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SiCHOOLS. 

Every kmd to hefimnd in the Bcrmigh.'-Tke S^/ioUM 
/VMf.^n« &tk9H PftpMOo^: ihe Stig^elty (f 
the Midrm im/oinud^g Clianeter.r^ikii/-SdtMli if 
the lower kkti^r^A Mmkr wUk TWMt mkfkd U 
Mdk Ptgnlf : oniifikpertof QiUOffieaitM.^Aom'diMg 
Sdiioeis: that far Vmmg isdm: Om geu^ ptet to 
tki GwehUM, one fiuBif retthfinif Hdme.-^idiool 
fir YmUk : Matter and 'teeu^ ; rorioiu DispwUmi 
md Ci^paeUiet.-^the Mieer-Boy.-^The Boy-B««y. 
'•^Smu qf Farmen: kmo amused. — What Study uriU 
effect, eaxtnOiteA.'-^A OoiHege t^e: Om iaii J¥&m his 
College to a Ben^tce : one retained there in Dignitif, 
-^The Adiemdagee in eitker Case not comidehAle,'- 
If here then the good <fa Literary Life? — Answered. 
— Conelusioii. 
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To every Class we have a School awign'd^ 
Rules for all Ranks and Food ibr every Mind : 
Yet one there is, that small regard to Rule 
Or Study pays, and still is deemed a School -, 
That, where a deaf, poor, patient Widow sits, 
And* awes some thirty Infants as she knits ; 
Infants of humble, busy Wives, who pay 
Some trifling Price for Freedom through the day. 
At this good Matron's Hut the Children meet. 
Who thus becomes the Mother of the Street : 
Her Room is small, they cannot widely stray, — 
Her Threshold hig\i, th^ c«K(tfA.Txai v^i^^ \ 
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Th(>»g|l 4l9f, i%q Met tjk RlM4toM» ih^ 
7V«^ }»»^ b*r white IUmI iitmfaljr vaiki ■iiMt ; 
With Band <^ Yam abe lu^epe Oitqicn in» 
And to bar Gcfwn tbe •(•fftteat ttofie ow pin: 
Aided by these, aiM) Mm aiMi tsllrtlde BMi^ 
Her Power they dread aod reyeremM hat Wards. 

To Learnip^9 9effOQfl SeaU iiw ^«w |Mrociad» 
Where haaPinUli I9tii4fiiit» iUdfid Frimeit lewl ; 
Or Books with h^i^n terga and PiftnnM guy. 
To make their Heading )mt a kind ofPlajH*- 
« Readmg made £My»"^ 90 tha TUla* mH; 
But they who raad moft int hesta to tpeU't 
There may he Profit in tbato Arts, hot •till 
Loaining ii Labour, call it what you will ; 
Upon the yoathfiil Mind a haaTy Load, 
Nor must we hope to find the Boyal B t atf . 
Some will their easy Steps to Soieaica ihowy 
And some to Heav'B itsdf tlwtr By-way know ; 
Ah! trost them not/--who Fame at BUaiWQ«MAai% 
Most leant by litboor, and mait Uv^ hy Garo* 

Anather Matron of aaperior kiady 
For higher Schools preparea the linsg Mind ; 
Prqtmi^»ry shfi ker Learning caUs* 
The Step^ifirtt nwde to Colleges foid HbUs. 

She early saca ta what the Mind unli grow* 
Nor ahlar Judge of Inftnt*Powers I know ; . 
She sees what soon the liveljp yt^ mg^A»f 
And how the Steadier will m torn snecaed ; 
Observel the ^wn of Wisdom, Fam;y, Taste, 
And knows what Parts will wear and ntet will waste ; 
She nutrks the Mind too lurely, and at ono^ 
Sees the gay Coxcpnib and tie rattling Dancfii 

Long has she liv'd, and nmch she lovSs to trace 
Her foraser Pi^iiiS| now a ferdly Race;. 
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Whom niwB ibe WW lieh Bobtt and pQis.bedecky 

She mrks tte Pride which once she ttrove te.ebeck: 

A Borgeas comesy and she rememben well 

How hard her talk to make his Worship spell; * 

Cold, selfiih^ dolly inanimate, mikind, 

Twas bat by Anger he display'd a Mind : 

Now cMly smiling, complaisant, and gay, 

The World has worn th' onsodal Crust away; 

That sullen Spirit now a softness wears. 

And, save by Fits, e'en DuUness disappean : 

But still the Matron can the Man behold, 

Dull, selfish, hard, inanimate, and cM* 

A Merchant passes^— ^ Probity and Troth, 

** Prudence and patience, marked thee friun thyYouth.'' 

Thus she olMerves, but oft retains her fears 

For him, who now with Name unstain'd appears ; 

Nor hope relinquishes, for one who yet 

Is lost in Error and inyoly'd in Debt ; 

For latent Evil in that Heart she found, 

More open here, but here the Core was sound. 

Various our Day-Schools : here behold we one 
Empty and still :— the Morning Duties done, 
Soil'd, tattered, worn, and thrown in various heaps. 
Appear their Books, and there Confusion sleeps; 
The Workmen all are from the Babel fled. 
And lost their Tools, till the Return they dread : 
Meantime the Master, with his Wig awry. 
Prepares his Books for Business by-and-by : 
Now all th' Insignia of the Monarch laid 
Beside him rest, and none stand by afraid; 
He, while his Troop light-hearted leap and play. 
Is all intent on Duties of the Day; 
No more the Tyrant stem or Judge severe, 
He feels the Father's and the Husband's Fear. 
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Al^i Uttie Ounk tiie tinid tfeniU&if Cr<yirdy 
That one so wiie, so powerfU, ami so pvoody 
Should ML himaetf, and drtad the himhle iOs 
Of RentKlay Charge and of Coahnaa's Bilb; 
That iNiiile they Mercy tnm their Judge unplMty 
He fears hunself— a kaockinf at the Door; 
And feels the Bnrtben at his Neighbour states 
His humble Portion to the Parish-Aates. 

They sit th* allotted Honrs^ then eager run. 
Rushing to PltasBre when the Dnty^s done ; 
His Hour of Latsnre is of difi^rent kind, 
Then Cares domestic rusl^ upon his Mindy 
And half the Ease and Cknnlbrt he e^ioys, 
Is when surrounded by Slates^ Books, mmI Boya. h 

Poor RiMbm Dixtm \m the noisiest School 
Of ragged Lads, who ever how'd to Rnle ; 
Low in his Price— the Men who heaye anr Co^ls^ 
And clean onr Causeways, send him Bo3» in ahM|U: 
To see poor Haita, witk hb Fiy beside,— 
Their hal^Ksheck'd R«denaw and hia balf-iconi'd 

Pride,— 
Their Room, ^e 9^. in w^ioh th^ AamUUly meety 
In the close Lane behind the NorthfoiK'^Btfui; 
T observe his vain attempts t» keep the Peace, 
TiU tolh( the Bell, and Strife andTronUes ooMe,^ 
Calls for onr Praise ; hit Labour Praise desoMes, 
But not oar Pity; I^m^ haa no Nerves: 
'JCid Noise and Dhrt, and Stench, and may, and Pnita> 
He cahnly oats the Pen or views the Shite. 

But IiesiMrd/— yes, for JLconordTa Fate I grivre, 
Who loaths the Station whldi he dans net leave ; 
He cannot dig, he will not beg Ms Bread, 
All his dependence rests opoa his Head ; 

BBS 
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And deqily akilTd ia Sciences and Arts, 
On Tolgar Lads he wastes superior Parts. 

Alas! what Grief that feeling Mind sustains, 
1M goiding Hands and stirring torpid Brains ; 
He whose proud Mind finoin Pole to Pole will moYe, 
And view the Wonders of the Worlds above; 
Who thinks and reasons strongly: — hard his Fate^ 
Confin'd for ever to the Pen and Slate : 
True, he submits, and when the long doll Day 
Has slowly pass'd, in weary Tasks, away, 
To other Worids vrith cheerful view he looks. 
And parts the Night between Repose and Books. 

Amid his Labours, he has sometimes tried 
To turn a little from his Cares aside; 
Pope, MiUoH, Dryden^ with delight has seia'd. 
Has Soul engaged and of his Trouble eas'd : 
When, with a heavy Eye and ill-done Sum, 
No^part conceived, a stupid Boy vrill come ; 
Then Leonard first subdues the rising frown. 
And bidi^ the Blockhead lay his Blunders down ; 
O'er which disgusted he will turn his Eye, 
To his sad Duty his sound Mind apply, 
And, vex'd in Spirit, throw his Pleasures by. 

Turn we to Schools which more than these afibrd — 
The sound Instruction and the wholesome Board ; 
And first our School for Ladies : — Pity calls 
For one soft Sigh, when we behold these Walls, 
Plac*d near the Town, and where, from Window high, 
The Fair, confm'd, may our free Crowds espy. 
With many, a Stranger gazing up and down. 
And all the envied Tumult of the Town; - 
May, in the smiling Summer-Eve, when tkey. 
Are sent to sleep the pleasant hours away. 
Behold the Poor^whom they conceive the blest) 
Employ d for hourS) and grieved they cannot rest. 
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Here the fond Girl, whose day* are sad and few 
Since dear Mamma pronounc'd the last Adiea, 
Looks to the Road, and fondly thinks she hears 
The Carriage-wheels, and struggles with her TeanI : 
All yet is new, the Misses great and small, 
Madam herseif^ and Teachers, odious all ; 
From Laughter, Pity, nay Command, she tums^ 
But melts in softness, or with anger bums ; 
Nauseates her Food, and wonders who can sleep 
On such mean Beds, where she can only weep: 
She scorns Condolence — but to all she hates 
Slowly at length her Mind acconunodates ; 
Then looks on Bondage with the same concern 
As others felt, and finds that she must learn 
As others leam'd — the common Lot to share^ 
To search for Comfort and submit to Care. 

There are, 'tis said, who on these Seats attend. 
And to these ductile Minds Destruction vend ; 
Wretches, (to Virtue, Peace, and Nature, Foes) 
To these soft Minds, their wicked Trash expose ; 
Seize on the Soul, ere Passions take the sway. 
And lead the Heart, ere yet it feels, astray : 
Smugglers obscene !— and can there be who take 
Infernal pains, the sleepuig Vice to wake? 
Can there be those, by whom the Thou^^t defied 
Enters the spotless Bosom of a Child ? 
By whom the in is to the Hetut couTcy'd, 
Who lend the Foe, not yet in Arms, their Aid, 
Anti sap the City-walls before the Siege be laid? 

Oh! rather skulking in the By-ways steal. 
And rob the poorest Traveller of his Meal -, 
Burst through the humblest Trader's bolted Door ; 
Bear from the Widow's Hut her Winter-Store; 
With stolen Steed, on Highways take your standi 
Your Lips with Curses amfd, with Death your Haqd }•» 
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Take all but lift— Hie Virtnovs nuMre would aajt, 

Take life itaelf, dear as it is, away, 

Rather tkan guilty tkua the gaMeM Soul betray. 

Years pass away— let at suppose them past, 
Th' accomplish'd Nymph for Freedom looks at last; 
All Hardships OTor, which a School contaiiis, 
The Spirifs Bondage and the Body's Pains; 
Where Teachers make the heartless, trembUiig set 
Of PiipHs suffer for their own regret; 
Where Winter's Cold, attackM by one poor ^re. 
Chills the fair Child, commanded to retire ; 
She felt it keenly in the Morning Air, 
Keenly she folt it at tiie Eyening Prvfer« 
More pleasant Summer; bat then Walks were made, 
Not a sweet Ramble, bat a slow Parade ; 
They mov'd by Pairs beside HieHMrtfaoni-liedge, 
Only to set their Feelings on an edge ; 
And now at Eve, when aH their Spirits rise, 
Are sent to rest, and all their Pleasure dies ; 
Where yet they all the Town alert can see, 
And distant Plough-boys pacing o'er the Lea. 

These and the Tasks successive Masters brought — 
The French they conn'd, the curious Works they 

wrought : 
The hours they made their taper Fingers strike, 
Note after Note, aU dull to them aUke ; 
Their Drawings, Dancings on appointed days, 
Playing with Globes, and getting Parts of Plays ; 
The tender Friendships made 'twixt Heart and Heart, 
When the dear Friends had nothing to impart :— 

All ! all! are over ; — now th' accomplish'd Maid 
liongs for the World, of nothing there afraid : 
Dreams of Detiglit invade her gentle Breast^ 
And fancied Lovers rob the Heart of rest ; 
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At the paternal Boor a Carriage stands, 
lioye knits their Hearts and Hjfmm joins their Hands. 
Ah ! — World unknown ! how charming is thy VieW, 
Thy Pleasures many, and each Pleasure new : 
Ah !— World experienced ! what of thee is told? 
How few thy Pleasures, and those few how old ! 

Within a silent Street, and far apart 
From Noise of Business, from a Quay or Mart, 
Stands an old spacious Building, and the Dhi 
You hear without explains the Work within ; 
Unlike the whispering of the Nymphs, this noise 
Loudly proclaims a ^ Boarding-School for Boys i*^ 
The Master heeds it not, for thirty years 
Have rendered all fimiiliar to his ears -, 
He sits in comfort, 'mid the various sound 
Of mingled tones for ever flowing round ; 
Day after day he to his task attends, — 
Unvaried toil, and care that never ends : 
Boys in their works proceed ; while his employ 
Admits no change, or changes but the Boy ; 
Yet time has made it easy ; — ^he beside 
Has Power supreme^ and Power in sweet to Pride : 
But grant him Pleasure ; — what can Teachers feel. 
Dependent Helpers always at the Wheel? 
Their Power despis'd, their Compensation small, 
Their Labour duU, their Life laborious all ; 
Set after set the lower Lads to make 
Fit for the CUiss which their Superiors take ; 
The Road of Learning for a time to track 
In roughest state, and then again go back : 
Just the same way on other Troops to wait,«-« 
Attendants fix'd at Learning's lower Gate. 

The Day-tasks now are over, — ^to their Ground 
Rush the gay Crowd with joy-compelling sound; 



Glad to Ulode Die Bnrtlmi of Hie dsy> 
Tbe Mger Partiet honry to 4^ Play : 
Ifiea in tliese bovn of liber^ we fip^ 
The iiati¥e bU» of te opening Mind ; 
Tbey yet possess not skill the M«d( to place. 
And Ittde the Passions glowing in the Face; 
Yet some are found — flie dose, the sty, the meili. 
Who know already all most not he. seen* 

Lo ! ofie who walks apart, although so young. 
He lays restnunt upon his eye and tongne; . 
Nor will he into scrapes or dangers get, 
And half the School are in the Stripling's deht: 
Suspicious, timid, he is m^ch afiraid 
Of Trick and Plot :--he (freadf to be hetiay'd : 
He shuns all Friendship, for he finds they lend* 
When Lads begin to call each other Friend : 
Yet Self with Self has w^iri the tempting sight 
Of Fruit on sale provokes hi^ Appetite j—- 
See ! how he walks the sweet Steductiop by ; 
That he is tempted, costs him tot a si|^ — 
^s dangerous to indulge ! 'tis grievous to deny : 
This he will choose, and whispering asks the Price, 
The Purchase dreadful. but the Portion nice; 
Within the Pocket he explores the Pence ; 
Without, Temptation strikes on either Sense, 
The Sight, the Smell;— but then he thinks again. 
Of Money gone! while Fruit nor Taste remain. 
Meantime there comes an eager thoughtless Qoy, 
Who gives the Price and only feels the Joy : 
Example direl the youthful Miser stops. 
And slowly back the treas^r^d Coinage drops : 
Heroic deed ! for should he now comply, 
Can he to-morrow's Appetite deny? 
Beside, these Spendthrifts who so freely live, 
Gloy'd with their Purchase, will a portion give : — 
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Here ends Debate, h* hvtWim up Itii: dtofe, 
And feels di» eon^lt tilat it burns no KMhe. 

Uriikc tprhln ttcrTyraiit-lloy, wliAM swia^ 
All Hearts aeknowMgt; him tlM Crdwdiibb^; 
At ^s CMaoBUid ttey break Ibrov^ «yery RiHe j 
Whoef te iOTtnn, he coHtroli tfa« S^hotol : 
Tis not.fhB dlitnit Einperor nMyfes tbtif ftfti", 
Bat the proud TIeoroy iiv^ is ev^r nMr. 

F«rrM cofoM do thct oiM^^iB a (fiiy, 
For which not Rome, fti aO its pdwer, ootdd ptty ; 
An4 theiM Boy-Tyrants will lh«tr ShiTM dlMrtes^ 
And do the wron|g» no Master ean redifeKs: 
The Mind they Idad with fear: it fb6l9 dildaill 
For its own bareness ; yet it tiieft in vain 
To.siaiia tii' admitted power ;>^^d <kr#ard cOMbl 

again: 
'Tis mte« thata present pain th«bd TyrtUMs give, 
Long as we 'v^ life tOflM fttrOlig iinpl^sliMis IM ; 
And these yoimg Riiffl^iM id tb« Seiif ^^ MW 
Seeds of ail Vi«e8 that oh We^lilies^ git>W. 

HarlL! at Us Ward 1M tt€sA\mig Yo«bgiill(^ fM, 
Where heh walklfig noiMd mtist Wi^ bm lte> 
See ! from the Whtter-Fir^ Hie W«kk Mjf^ 
His the wahn Conier, Itift tli« feVdoHt^ Sc^t^ 
Save #iMn hayieNb ill to MUm SUirt to lee^^ 
Awhile, than back, at hi« retihir, to cri^p : 
At hia Cottteand Mi pOkM' B^ikhkntkfly, 
And humbly bribe Um asl a pi<i>iM Aay ; 
Flatter'd l»y an, the noti^ hie biistows; 
U gross abase, and basttttteg antf biovHr; 
Yet he's a Dunce, and, spite of all liis £mie 
Without the Desk^ within he feels his shame : 
1^1^ di6r^ Ae weaker Boy, who felt his scorn, 
For him corrects the Blundeia of tha Maiia ; • 
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And he U tauf^ty unpleasaiit trntli I to find 
Tbe trembling Body has the prander Mind. 

Hark I to that ihootytluit bant of empty noise. 
From a mde set of blofiv obstrqieroas Boys; 
They who, like Colls let loose, with vigour bound. 
And thoughtless spirit, o'er the beaten ground ; 
Fearless they leap, and every Youngster fMs 
His Alma active in his hands and heels. 

These are the Sons of Ftamers, and they come 
With partial fondness for the Joys af Home ; 
Their Minds are coursing in their Father^s Fields, 
And e'en the Dream a lively pleasure yields ; 
They, much enduring, sit th' allotted hours. 
And o'er a Grammar waste their sprightly powers ; 
They dance ; but them can measur'd steps delif^t, 
Whom Horse and Hounds to daring deeds excite ? 
Nor could they bear to wait from meal to meal. 
Did they not slyly to the chamber steal, 
And there the produce of the basket seize, 
The Mother's Gift! still studious of their ease. 
Poor Alma^ thus oppress'd, forbears to rise. 
But rests or revels iu the arms and thighs*. 

" But is it sure that Study will repay 
" The more attentive and forbearing?"— Nay ! 
The Farm, the Ship, the humble Shop have each 
Gains which severest Studies seldom reach. 

At College place a Youth, who means to raise 
His State by merit and his Name by praise ; 
Still much he hazards ; there is serious strife 
In the contentions of a Scholar's life : 



* Should any of my Headers find themielves at a Iom 1q this 
place, I beg leave to refer tbem to a Poem of Prior, called Atmap 
or Tke Progress of the MiruL 
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Not all the Mind's attention, care. 

Not Diligence itself, ensure success : 

His jealous heart a Riyal's powers may drtesi. 

Till its strong feelings have confus'd his heac|y 

And, after days and months, nay, years-of pain. 

He finds just lost the object he wonki gam. 

But grant him this and all such Life can give. 
For other Prospects he begins to live ; 
Begins to feel that Man was fomi'd to look 
And long for other objects than a Bode : 
In his Mind's eye his House and Glebe he sees. 
And farms and talks witii Farmers at his ease ; 
And Time is lost, till Fortune sends him forth 
To a rude World unconscious of his worth ; 
There in some petty Parish to reside. 
The College-boast, then tum'd the Village^ide ; 
And though awhile his Flock and Dairy please. 
He soon reverts to former Joys and Ease, 
Glad when a Friend shall come to breidc his rest. 
And speak of all the Pleasures they possess'd, 
Of Masters, Fellows, Tutors, all with whom 
They shar'd those Pleasures, never more to come ; 
Till both conceive the times by Bliss endear'd. 
Which once so dismal and no dull appeared. 

But fix our Scholar, and suppose him crown'd 
With all the Glory gain'd on Ckssic Ground ; . 
Suppose the World without a sigh resign'd. 
And to his College all hu care confin'd ; 
Give him all Honours that such states allow, 
The Freshman's terror and the Tradesman's bow ; 
Let his Apartments with his taste agree, 
And all his Views be those he loves to see; 
L«t him each day behdd the savoury Treat, 
For which he pays not, but is paid to eat ] 

cc 
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These Joys and Glories soon delight no more, 
Although withheld, the Mind is vex'd and sore ; 
The Honour too b to the place confinTdy 
Abroad they know not each superior BGnd : 
Strangers no WrmigUrs in these Figures see, 
Nor give they Worship to a high degree ; 
Unlike the Prophet's is the Scholar's case, 
His Honour all is in his Dwelling-place : 
And there such Honours are familiar things ; 
What is a Monarch in a crowd of Kings ? 
like other Sovereigns he 's by Forms addressed, 
By Statutes govem'd and with Rules oppressed. 

When all these Forms and Duties die away, 
And the day passes like the former day, 
Then of exterior things at once bereft, 
He's to himself and one Attendant left; 
Nay, John too goes ; nor aught of Service more 
Remains for him ; he gladly quits the door, 
And, as he whistles to the College-gate, 
He kindly pities his poor Master's fate. 

Books cannot always please, however good ; 
Minds are not ever craving for their Food ; 
But Sleep will soon the weary Soul prepare 
For Cares to-morrow that were this day's Care : 
For Forms, for Feasts, that sundry times have past. 
And formal Feasts that will for ever last. 

' But then from Study will no Comforts rise ?*— « 
Yes ! such as studious Minds alone can prize ; 
Comforts, yea !— Joys ineffable they find. 
Who seek the prouder Pleasures of the Mind : 
The Soul, collected in those happy hours, 
Then makes her efforts, then enjoys her powers ^ 
And in those seasons feels herself repaid, 
For Labours past and B.oTxo\a% Ywi^ ^elay'd. 
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No ! 'tis not worldly Gain, althongh by chance 
The Sons of Leammg may to wealth advance ; 
Nor Station high, though in some favouring hour 
The Sons of Learning may arrive at Power ; 
Nor is it Glory, though the public Voice 
Of honest Praise will make the Heart rejoice: 
But 'tis the Mind's own Feelings give the Joy, 
Pleasures she gathers in her own employ- 
Pleasures that Gain or Praise cannot bestow. 
Yet can dilate and raise them when they flow. 

For this the Poet looks the World around, 
Where Form and Life and reasoning Man are found; 
He loves the Mind, in all its modes, to trace, 
And all the Manners of the changing Race; 
Silent he walks the Road of Life along. 
And views the aims of its tumultuous throng : 
He finds what shapes the Proteus-Passions take, 
And what strange waste of Life and Joy they make, 
And loves to show them in their varied ways. 
With honest Blame or with unflattering Praise : 
Tis good to know, 'tis pleasant to impart, 
These turns and movements of the human Heart: 
The stronger features of the Soul to paint, 
And make distinct the latent and the faint ; 
Man as he is, to place in all men's view. 
Yet none with rancour, none with scorn pursue : 
Nor be it ever of my Portraits told— 
^' Here the strong lines of Malice we behold."— 

This let me hope, that when in public view 
X bring my Pictures, Men may feel them true ; 
*^ This is a Likeness," may they all declare, 
^' And I have seen him, but I know not where :" 
For I should mourn the mischief I had done, 
If ae the Likeness all would fix im Chie« 



Whom doobfleM I ihaU vanqaish in a trice ;) 
Rat is there Bfan wilom I woidd iojare ?— Nol 
I am to him a Fellow, not a Foe,— 
A Fellow-Sinner, who most rather dread 
The Bolt, than hurl it at anotber^s head. 

No ! let the Guiltless, if there such be foond. 
Launch forth the Spear, and deal the deadly Wo 
How can I so the Cause of Virtue aid, 
Who am myself attainted and afraid ? 
Yet as I can, I point the powers of Rhyme, 
And, sparing Criminals, attack the Crime. 
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